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IN  CHANCERY 


CHAPTER   I 

AT  timothy's 

The  possessive  instinct  never  stanH«  cf.ii    tu 
which  had  Miefed  r&c^  ?nr  „    ^  ^xr'^'  ^^""■'y 

vinciah-sm  to  still  more  8P?f  !.!r„f   *^°"r*!"*^  P*"*^ 
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a  year  after  Swithin's  entirely  proper  funeral,  had 
occasioned  a  great  deal  of  talk  on  Forsyte's  'Ch4nge 

nLff'  f  ^'T^y  ^."y*^  °"  the  BayswaS 
Road,  London,  which  still  collected  and  radiated 

tfnn^^'/f''?-    Op'"»ons  ranged  from  the  lamenta- 
tion of  Aunt  Juley  to  the  outspoken  assertion  of 

t^'^fS^  w-\^^'  '^  j^"y  good  thing  to  stoj  al 

that  stuffy  Highgate  business.'    Uncle  Jolyon  in  his 

ater  y^rs- indeed,  ever  since  the  strange  and 

lamentable  affair  between  his  granddaughter  June's 

Forsyte  s  wife  -  had  noticeably  rapped  the  family's 

S^.  ?'i,^"l  ^]?f  "^^y  °*  ^'^  °^"  which  he  had 
aJways  taken  had  begun  to  seem  to  them  a  little  way- 
ward. The  philosophic  vein  in  him,  of  course,  had 
alwaj^  been  too  liable  to  crop  out  of  the  strata  of 
pure  Forsyteism,  so  they  were  in  a  way  prepared  for 
his  interment  m  a  strange  spot.  But  the  whole  thine 
was  an  odd  business,  and  when  the  contents  of  his 
Will  became  current  coin  on  Forsyte  'Change   a 

/  r,7J  Jlfi*  ^°"'=  """""^  *e  clan.  Out  of  his  estate 
(£145  304  eross,  with  liabilities  £35  7s.  4d.)  he  had 
actually  left  £15,000  to  '  whomever  do  you  think 
my  dear ?  To  Irene!'  that  runaway  wife  of  his 
nephew  Soames;  Irene,  a  woman  who  had  almost 
disgraced  the  family,  and  — still  more  amazing  — 
was  to  him  no  blood  relation.  Not  out  and  out  of 
^*?"'c^-',P"'y  *  ''^^  interest  —  only  the  income  from 
It!  Still,  there  it  was;  and  old  Jolyon's  claim  to  be 
the  perfect  Forsyte  was  ended  once  for  all.  That 
thtn,  was  the  first  reason  why  the  burial  of  Susan 
Hayman  — at  Woking  — made  little  stir. 

The  second  reason  was  altogether  more  expansive 
and  imperial.  Besides  the  house  on  Campden  Hill, 
Susan  had  a  place  (left  her  by  Hayman  when  he 
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riders,  i  it  was  llliev«i^»k-  u       "*?*  *""  •»'• 
for  .1,™  and  ??eS?^„t=,yb"S  °ir,'f  y'" 

stir^^r^r^^'^^'oSti^itr' ""'J 

when  thevVe  Si"   fiiSi^J"  °*°  ?"*=''•  '^ 
"-«i^n>,wh"SK',ed'.„'^5,dS,JS'''1S>he* 

S;5;afpitfHsf™^^^ 


•  IN  CHANCERY 

S!i*^  °^  '^f^lf^'  °'^*'"  ■■«*"y  forgiven  the  Mar- 
ned  Woman  s  Property  Act,  which  would  so  have 
interfered  with  him  if  he  had  not  mercifully  married 
before  it  was  passed.    But,  in  truth,  there  was  no 
denying  the  revolt  among  the  younger  Forsytes 
against  being  owned  by  others;  that,  as  it  were, 
Colonial  disposition  to  own  oneself,  which  is  the 
paradoxica  forerunner  of  Imperialism,  was  makin? 
progress  all  the  time.    They  were  all  now  marriwL 
except  George,  confirmed  to  the  Turf  and  the 
xseeum  Uub;  Francie,  pursuing  her  musical  career 
ma  studio  oif  the  King's  Road,  Chelsea,  and  stiU 
taking  lovers  to  dances ;  Euphemia,  living  at  home 
and  complaming  of  Nicholas;  and  those  two  Dro- 
mos,  Giles  and  Jesse  Hayman.   Of  the  third  gener- 
ation there  were  not  very  many— youne  folvon 
had  three,  Winifred  Dartie  four,  young  Nicholas 
SIX  already,  young  Roger  had  one,  Marian  Tweety- 
mM  one ;  St.  John  Hayman  two.    But  the  rest  of  the 
sixteen  married— Soimes,  Rachel  and  Cicely  of 
James s  family;  Eustace  and  Thomas  of  Roger's; 
Ernest,  Archibald  and  Florence  of  Nicholas's ;  Au- 
gustus and  Annabel  Spender  of  the  Hayman's  — 
*";e  going  down  the  years  unreproduced. 

Thus,  of  the  ten  old  Forsytes  twenty-one  young 
i-orsytes  had  been  bom;  but  of  the  twenty-one 
young  Forsytes  there  were  as  yet  only  seventeen 
descendants;  and  it  already  seemed  unlikely  that 
there  wouM  be  more  than  a  further  unconsidered 
trifle  or  so.    A  student  of  statistics  must  have  no 
ticed  that  the  birth  rate  had  varied  in  accordanc 
with  the  rate  of  interest  for  your  money.    Grand- 
lather    Superior  Dosset '  Forsyte  in  the  early  nine- 
teenth century  had  been  getting  ten  per  cent,  for  his, 
hence  ten  children.     Those  ten,  leaving  out  the 


AT  TIMOTHY'S  . 

four  who  had  not  married,  and  Juley.  whose  hus- 
band Septimus  SmaU  had.  of  course.  SedSosta^ 
once,  had  averaged  from  four  to  five  Mr  cent  for 
theirs,  and  produced  accordingly.     Thftwen^v-nnl 

;fr  c'nt'Tntt"^  T?  4  ^^«S  bSety  K 
per  cent,  ra  the  Consols  to  which  their  fafh/rc  hr.A 

mostly  tied  the  Settlements  they  mde  to  avoWdeSh 

There  were  other  reasons,  too.  for  this  mild  re 
production.    A  distrust  of  their  earning  powers 

be  better  to  wait  and  see  whai  Father  L    BeS 

wTf^.'^H^'''"  *°  *l'^f  hoHdaysZhamS 
aooner  m  fact  than  own  ch  dren.  thev  oref err^nV^ 

fSSfto  tT  *^  °^*"^'P  of  thlSrcon^ 
lonnmg  to  the  growmg  tendency  — >f«  de  siicU 
as  It  was  called.    In  this  way,  little  risk  was  ™n 
and  one  would  be  able  to  have  a  mSorS.    Sd3 

riblv     nd  Zt  ^"""^  """''h^  •*  ^^'^  ^''^ken  him  h^r- 
noiy,  and  broken  one  of  his  eve  teeth-  c„  *!._*.  -^ 

would  be  better  to  wait  till  tL^werTa  mtVs^fe? 
nUoT,?'^"'!!" "'  ?°  ""^^  ^'''Wren!    Even  ~ 

addition  to  his  six  for  quite  three  years 

fJtJ,  ^*^°'^°''**'=  decay,  however,  of  the  Forsytes 

SmLt'^^f  ^'°"  '^^^^'  °^  *'>'*^h  ^»  this  was  s?n5 
tomatic  had  not  advanced  so  far  as  to  prevert^ 
raUy  when  Roger  Fors>te  died  in  1899.    It  had^ 
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a  glorious  summer,  and  after  holidays  abroad  and 
at  the  sea  they  were  practically  all  back  in  London, 
when  Roger  with  a  touch  of  his  old  originality  had 
suddenly  breathed  his  last  at  his  own  house  in 
Princes  Gardens.  At  Timothy's  it  was  whispered 
sadly  that  poor  Roger  had  always  been  eccentric 
about  his  digestion  —  had  he  not,  for  instance,  pre- 
ferred German  mutton  to  all  the  other  brands? 

Be  that  as  it  may,  his  funeral  at  Highgate  had 
been  perfect,  and  coming  away  from  it  Soames  For- 
syte made  almost  mechanically  for  his  Uncle  Timo- 
thy's in  the  Bayswater  Road.  The  '  Old  Things ' 
— ^Aunt  Juley  and  Aunt  Hester  —  would  like  to  hear 
about  it.  His  father  — ^James  —  at  eighty-eight  had 
not  felt  up  to  the  fatigue  of  the  funeral;  andTimo- 
thy  himself,  of  course,  had  not  gone;  so  that  Nicho- 
las had  been  the  only  brother  present.  Still,  there 
had  been  a  fair  gathering;  and  it  would  cheer  Aunts 
Juley  and  Hester  up  to  know.  The  kindly  thought 
was  not  unmixed  with  the  inevitable  longing  to  get 
something  out  of  everything  you  do,  which  is  the 
chief  characteristic  of  the  Forsytes,  and  indeed  of 
the  saner  elements  in  every  nation.  In  this  practice 
of  taking  family  matters  to  Timothy's  in  the  Bays- 
^vater  Road,  Soames  was  but  following  in  the  foot- 
steps of  his  father,  who  had  been  in  the  habit 
of  going  at  least  once  a  week  to  see  his  sisters 
at  Timothy's  and  had  only  given  it  up  whep  he 
lost  his  nerve  at  eighty-six,  and  could  not  go  out 
without  Emily.  To  go  with  Emily  was  of  no  use, 
for  who  could  really  talk  to  anyone  in  the  pres- 
ence of  his  own  wife?  Like  James  in  the  old 
days,  Soames  found  time  to  go  there  nearly  every 
Sunday,  and  sit  in  the  little  drawing-room  into 
which,  with  his  undoubted  taste,  he  had  intro- 
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W '■''/';  ^arises,  Israels  TndSCandwS^ 
hoping  to  do  better.    In  the  riverside  house  S 

Ur^f'^t^^i}^'  Mapledurham  he  had  TgS- 
lery,  beautifully  hung  and  lighted,  to  which  few 
London  dealers  were  strangers.    It  served,  too  a^ 
a  Sunday  afternoon  attraction  in  thosrweSnd 
I  parties  which  his  sisters,  Winifred  or  R^chd^^- 
(  tonally  organized  for  him.    For  though  he^^s 
but  a  taciturn  showman,  his  quiet  coUerted  de^r 
I  »«n'sm  seldom  failed  to^nfluL?hTslSs  who 
I  i^r.w^"  reputation  was  grounded  Sot  on  nTere 
esthetic  fancy,  but  on  his  pSwer  of  gau^ng  the 
tw/l"^  T'^^  7^'"*='-    When  he  went  to  Timo! 
I  ull^  ^'™*'f  ^'^^y^  ^'^  ^o^e  «We  tale  of  Trt 
I  mnph  over  a  dealer  to  unfold,  and  dearly  he  loved 

I  t   ThU  °i^"'^''  ^'t^  ^^'^h  »»«  Aunts  would  S 

matlJ  .oi,^™^'  ''°^"^"^'  ^^  ^^'  differently  ani- 

I  S  'w"!,"'"^  ^™'"  ^°S^^^  funeral  in  his  neat 

!  dark  clothes -not  quite  black,  for  after  all^n 

unde  was  but  an  uncle,  and  his  soul  abhorred  «- 

mZlc&t^''''^^-.'^^T^  I'^-k  °n  a  mS- 
fh.Tu,  ^'^?  ^^'"8^  «^°^  his  uplifted  nose  at 
Uie  sky-blue  walls  plastered  with  gold  frames  he 
was  noticeably  silent.  Whether  Eecause  he  had 
Jf  hk  f°.L^""''''  °'  "°t'  '^'  P^°>«^r  Forsyte  buM 
noon  i-  a  fl'.'  ''""  '°  '^'  ^f  *  ^^^^^^^^^  ^'^  af ter- 
d^est^  of  fl«r*^7/,?^  ^°"«^'  ^'^  ^  Ja^  which 
,1*,!!;!^         ,^.''  *°"'*^  ^'^ve  seemed  extravaeanf 

ing.    He  was  feeling  more  strongly  than  ever  that 
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Timothy's  was  hopelessly '  rum-ti-too,'  and  the  souls 
of  his  aunts  dismally  mid- Victorian.  The  subject 
on  which  alone  he  wanted  to  talk  —  his  own  undi- 
vorced  position  —  was  unspeakable.  And  yet  it 
occupied  his  mind  to  the  exclusion  of  all  else.  It  was 
only  since  the  Spring  that  this  had  been  so,  and  a 
new  feeling  grown  up  which  was  egging  him 
on  towards  what  he  knew  might  well  be  folly  in  a 
Forsyte  of  forty-five.  More  and  more  of  late  he 
had  been  conscious  that  he  was  '  getting  on.'  The 
fortune,  already  considerab^j  when  he  conceived  the 
house  at  Robin  Hill  whira  had  finally  wrecked  his 
marriage  with  Irene,  '.ad  mounted  with  surprising 
vigor  in  thfe  twelve  lonely  years  during  which  he 
had  devoted  himself  to  little  else.  He  was  worth 
to-day  well  over  a  hundred  thousand  pounds,  and 
had  no  one  to  leave  it  to  —  no  real  object  for  going 
on  with  what  was  his  religion.  Even  if  he  were  to 
relax  his  efforts,  money  made  money,  and  he  felt 
that  he  would  have  a  hundred  and  fifty  thousand 
before  he  knew  where  he  was.  There  had  always 
been  a  strongly  domestic,  philoprogenitive  side  to 
Soames ;  baulked  and  frustrated,  it  had  hidden  itself 
away,  but  now  had  crept  out  again  in  this  his '  prime 
of  life.'  Concreted  and  focussed  of  late  by  the  at- 
traction of  a  girl's  undoubted  beauty,  it  had  become 
a  veritable  prepossession. 

And  this  girl  was  French,  not  likely  to  lose  her 
head,  or  accept  any  unlegalised  position.  Moreover, 
Soames  himself  disliked  the  thought  of  that.  He 
had  tasted  of  the  sordid  side  of  sex  during  those 
long  years  of  forced  celibacy,  secretively,  and  al- 
ways with  disgust,  for  he  was  fastidious,  and  his 
sense  of  law  and  order  innate.  He  wanted  no  hole 
and  corner  liaison.    A  marriage  at  the  Embassy  in 
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Paris,  a  few  months'  travel  and  hf  ^™,i^  k  • 
Annette  back  quite  seoarate^  ff<?^  could  brings 
truth  was  notTcJ  dfstfnSeSTor  T  "^^''t '" 
the  accounts  in  her  moSf  llhl°y^LtL  ^S 

wards?  a3^  ,it  ''°".^®'  ^'t'^  fed  flannel  after- 
^ery  bLt  "tn^  *^  ^"^  relish  just  a  little  pot  of  their 
vear  pn^^v,  -?^  preserve— it  was  so  deHcious  th  I 

aSutrhe  DartSs*=iL7s'"'"'  f  ^^^^  o"'  -^ 
Win;fr»!f  ^*"'«s--Aarf  Soames  heard  that  dear 

take  this  f^^certl  n      tf,.'.  r  ^"*/°?"'"'  '""«*"'* 

WiniWs%::Jl^^ 

such  a  bad  example  for  dear  Val  in-sf  L  ^,l 

gomg  to  college.    Soames  h?d  not  hiard?'  (5h.  but 


» 


IN  CHAKCERY 


he  must  go  and  f>ee  his  sister  and  look  into  it  at 
once  I  And  did  he  think  these  Boers  were  really 
going  to  resist  ?  Jimothy  was  in  quite  a  stew  about 
it.  The  price  of  Consols  was  so  high,  and  he  had 
such  a  lot  of  money  in  them.  Did  Soames  think  they 
must  go  down  if  there  was  a  war  ?  Soames  nodded. 
But  it  would  be  over  very  quickly.  It  would  be  so 
bad  for  Timothy  if  it  wasn't.  And  of  course 
Soames'  dear  father  would  feel  it  very  much  at  his 
age.  Luckily  poor  dear  Roger  had  been  spared  this 
dt-eadful  anxiety.  And  Aunt  Juley  with  a  little 
handkerchief  wiped  away  the  large  tear  trying  to 
climb  the  permanent,  pout  on  her  now  quite  withered 
left  cheek;  she  was  remembering  dear  Roger,  and 
all  his  originality,  and  how  he  used  to  stick  pins 
uito  her  when  they  were  little  together.  Aunt  Hes- 
ter, with  her  instinct  for  avoiding  the  unpleasant, 
here  chimed  in :  Did  Soames  think  they  would  .-nake 
Mr.  Chamberlain  Prime  Minister  at  once?  He 
would  settle  it  all  so  quickly.  She  would  like  to  see 
that  old  Kruger  sent  to  St.  Helena.  She  could  re- 
member so  well  the  news  of  Napoleon's  death,  and 
what  a  relief  it  had  been  to  his  grandfather.  Of 
course  she  and  Juley  —  "We  were  in  pantalettes 
then,  my  dear" — had  not  feh  it  much  at  the  time. 
Soames  took  a  cup  of  tea  from  her,  dratdc  it 
quickly,  and  ate  three  of  those  macaroons  for  which 
Timothy's  was  famous.  His  faint,  pale,  supercili- 
ous smile  had  deepened  just  a  little.  Really,  his 
family  remained  hopelessly  provincial,  however 
much  of  London  they  might  possess  between  them. 
In  these  go-ahead  days  their  provincialism  stared 
out  even  more  than  it  used  to.  Why,  old  Nicholas 
was  still  a  Free  Trader,  and  a  member  of  that  ante- 
diluvian home  of  Liberalism,  the  Remove  Qub — 
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though,  to  be  sure,  the  members  were  pretty  well 
all  Conservatiye  now.  or  he  himself  could  not  haJe 
^r^^i^?  Timothy  they  said,  still  wore  a  nigh^ 
cap     Aunt  Juley  spoke  again.    Dear  Soames  w^ 
looking  so  well,  hardly  a  day  older  than  he  d?d  wSJ 
d^r  Ann  died,  -.nd  they  were  all  there  togeTher" 
dear  Jolyon,  and  dear  Swithin,  and  dear  Wr 
She  paused  and  caught  the  tear  which  had  chffi 
the  pout  on  her  right  cheek.    Did  he-did  he  evS 
hear  anything  of  Irene  nowadays?    Aunt  Hester 
visibly  interposed  her  shoulder.    Really,  Jul^  wj 
aJways  saying  something!    The  smile  left  S«^me? 
face,  and  he  put  his  cup  down.    Here  was  his  sut 
j«t  jroached  for  hun,  and  for  all  his  desire  to  ex^ 
pand,  he  could  not  take  advantage. 

Aunt  Juley  went  on  rather  hastily: 
They  say  dear  Jolyon  first  left  her  that  fifteen 
thousand  out  and  out;  then  of  course  he  saw  h 
would  not  be  right,  and  made  it  for  her  life  oijy  " 

•Had  Soames  heard  that? 

Soames  nodded. 

"Your  Cousin  Jolyon  is  a  widower  now     He  is 
Her  trustee;  you  knew  that,  of  course?" 

f n  5^*  *^?^ ''"  ^'^^    "«  *<^  '"">w.  »>"*  wished 
°^}°^  "?u"*f  *^*V  I°""«^  J°'yo"  and  he  had  not 
met  since  the  day  of  Bosinney's  death 

He  must  be  quite  middle-aged  by  now  "  went 
on  Amit  Juley  dreamily.  "  Let  me  see^  he  was  boS 
when  your  dear  uncle  lived  in  Mount  Street-  Ion? 
before  they  went  to  Stanhope  Gate-in  Decembe? 
4S.  the  year  of  the  Commune.  He  must  be  fifty! 
Fancy  that!  Such  a  pretty  baby,  and  we  were  all 
so  proud  of  him;  the  very  first  of  you  all."  Aunt 
Juley  sighed,  and  a  lock  of  not  quite  her  own  hair 
came  Ir  'se  and  straggled,  so  that  Aunt  Hester  gave 
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a  little  shiver.  Soames  rose,  he  was  experiencine 
a  curious  piece  of  self -discovery.  That  old  wound 
to  his  pride  and  self-esteem  was  not  yet  closed.  He 
had  come  thinking  he  could  talk  of  it,  even  wanting 
to  talk  of  his  fettered  condition,  and  — behold!  he 
was  shrinking  away  from  this  reminder  by  Aunt 
Juley,  renowned  for  her  Malapropisms. 

Oh,  Soames  was  not  going  already! 

Soames  smiled  a  little  vindictively,  and  said: 
^u  ,^'  A^^'^y^-  Remember  me  to  Uncle  Tim- 
othy !  And,  leaving  a  cold  kiss  on  each  forehead, 
whose  wrinkles  seemed  to  try  and  cling  to  his  lips 
as  if  longing  to  be  kissed  away,  he  left  them  looking 
brightly  after  him— dear  Soames,  it  had  been  so 
good  of  him  to  come  to-day,  when  they  were  not 
feeling  very ! 

With  compunction  tweaking  at  his  chest  Soames 
descended  the  stairs,  where  was  always  that  rather 
pleasant  smell  of  camphor  and  port  wine,  and  house 
where  draughts  are  not  permitted.  The  poor  old 
things  — he  had  not  meant  to  be  unkind!  And  in 
the  street  he  instantly  forgot  them,  repossessed  by 
the  image  of  Annette  and  the  thought  of  the  cursed 
coil  around  him.  Why  had  he  not  pushed  the  thing 
through  and  obtained  divorce  when  that  wretched 
Bosinney  was  run  over,  and  there  was  evidence  ga- 
lore for  the  asking!  And  he  turned  towards  his 
sister  Winifred  Dartie's  residence  in  Green  Street. 
Mayfair.  ' 


CHAPTER   II 

EXIT  A  MAN  OF  THE  WORLD 

wholesale  Svice  James  Fo"J^^;  ^^t  *^^*  «'«"?'«  « 
tain  stability  in  the  w'f^fc^^'^  'l^"'^  ^  '=«^- 
grandchildrL.  After  all  Ih^rJ^"^^*^'.^"^  ^" 
valuable  about  a  s^rerJoy^rtLh^'^'^^^  '"- 
man  so  dashinc-  as  DartJ-  t[  *-t  .^^^^  °^  *  sports- 
last  few  dayX  had  been  YK,i^  '^'"''^  °^  ^''^ 
steady  all  this  vear     ThLf^  flmost  supernaturally 

a  half  share  Kfiliv  of  ^jf  *  "^^^  ''"  ''^^^  «<=1"'>ed 
goneirreparaWy  onthetu^^f.^^T^*=''  ^^°  ''^d 
now  stilled  by  fhe Vrave     ^W^^^r™."  °^  ^°&«^'-. 
out  of  Shirt-^n  fire  bv  s.-fnl^r''"''"'  ^^  ^^^^yr, 
three  years  old,  who'L^nSfe  TrL^''  ^^J 
never  shown  her  true  form     wS,  hlif     °"^  ^^^ 
of  th  s  hopeful  animJi  =iiTi:    -o    ..  "^"  ownersh  p 
where  in  Dartie    '  fn'       ^^^  '^^^''''"  '^t<="t  some- 
its  head,  and  keot  hL  r^.?'''^'"!"^"'  ''^d  put  up 
past.    When  a  man  h^.  q"'ety  ardent  for  months 
it  is  astoSin^Sw  sob^rh?'.!!^  ^"^  *°  ''^'^  ^O"" 
Dartie  had  w^  reS  Sod      .  S'°T=  *"^  ^''^t 
■»  rcaiiy  good  — a  three  to  one  diance 
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to  Forsytes  -  and,  though%f  haps  ItsYSS^- 

MontaThJf  ^'r.^^^'  ^--y'^e^ven  to  DarS  _ 
Montagu  had  fixed  his  current  f:  acy  on  a  dancer 

^J^^A  "?  '?^^"P^«ion,  but  without  money  and  a 
S.''*''''J'(^"'  ".''*='y  *°  «"^i"  a  love  as  aky  as  her 
skirts;  and  Dartie  never  had  any  money  subsisting 

vvinitred  —  a  woman  of  character  who  kpr.*  »,;,« 
because  he  was  the  father  of  her Twid^en!  anTf ^om 
Ho  r^ir"^*^*^';^.*'""  ^°^  tl'ose  now-d^ing  Wa" 

fascinatedlf °1.'°°^  ^^''^'^  !"  their  ^Vhad 
IS    :^  u^  •    ^''*V  .together  with  anyone  else  who 

r?ie  turf  r  f^^^^-  ""l'''^  '°^^«  «t  '^'<^S 
onthe  turf,  (extraordinary  how  some  men  make  a 

S^istenciT  °V°''''^'  ""'  ^'  ^»'°1^  "'^"^  of 
5^„!  !     "'  *or  James  was  now  too  old  and  ner- 
vous to  approach,  and  Soames  too  formidabty  ada- 
mnt     It  IS  not  too  much  to  say  that  Dartie  had 
been  living  on  hope  for  months.   He  had  n?"er  been 
fono  of  money  for  itself,  had  always  despised  the 
f^ZT  "^''u  '^"'  r*=^*'"S  habits,  though  careful 
l?k^  .K  '*'*  "'"  °^  *^""  ^'  ^^  <=ould.    What  he 
sSadon      """"^  "^^^  "^^^^  '*  bought -personal 
«v  S  ■"«!  sportsman  cares  for  money,"  he  would 
r^i'""^'"^?    P°"y   '^  ''  *^«  "o  use  trying  for 
LS^p,%.P'''^^'  something  delicious  about 
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rayed  himself  in  JpoTkss  £(£  and      K'"'  ^'- 
eminence  to  see  hishSioflS^^?.^,^^^  *°  *° 

•lav  it  off'?f  fh      .*?.,^ffo'"d  more.     Should  he 
adwed?    tIjc^  '"'^u    *°.  °"«  to  which  she  had 

sweet,  Sd  tS  nret^v'  S    ^  ^5?''^  '^"^^  ^"^Ued 
and  g  owing  h-Icfsat^n  '^"L?^'"1?'.*A"'"e  ^'^'-  ^ead 

he  said:  "  She's  a  Sr'  ^wi.*"™'"J^  *°  George 
I  shall  go  The  whol'eTog:-  'wr wh^tdTJ 
hoJe^eTiS'  ^"?  ^  '^^  »-Sfnd"ttd'  o'illf 
bX  helghTwi^r  "w"?d^^^^^^^^  E'-  f-nS 

ereXiS^thf  ^^  ^  cheieTXre^L^V^el^^ 
his  FTrsvt^h^*'^  °^  l^^^^^P'y  complaining  Roger 

.c^d^SnXroiirr^^^^^^^^^ 

of  It'fromXTtVe^tl'?^'^^^^^^     *''«  '-es 
Suffice  it  to  s^v  thi?  .h!     ^"'i  'f ^°''*^'=''  ^''""ks. 

B««™  the  passing  of  ,hes,  .htop,  ,„j  .j.  j.^ 
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ioS-1;;  'A'fe  "'"^°'  i' « '"i«  »»<>  f^h- 

lunaoie  —  who  had  borne  the  bninf  nf  t,;«,  r 

th^r£  '"'^l^r^  r"'  had  ne™%  belS 
that  he  would  do  what  he  now  dirf     T  ;i,«  "'="*'^^'' 

wives,  she  thought  she  Imerthe  worst  fej^^ 
■ns  o„  ,„  the  dining  Me,  he  toSK  Sl  to." 
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table,  answered  :^  *  '  °*^''  ^'^^^  «f  the  dining 

ScotEnd  Vard'?  »°"°'  ''°"*>'-    «^^«  ^ou  been  to 

had  pSS  t  SSrse^aT  tiSs  ^t*'  ^"^'^ 
loaded.    Droppine- k  with  fn  •    ^^-   .^^  was  not 

puttered:  ;'^nhake"o'th;   3S'a'n5^  '^f 
inc*.   i  chair     Winifrp,!  i,o  •  *^""?f^^"'    and  sank 

volver,  gave  hiSe  soc£';Tti'''1?  "^^  *^^  ^«- 

celebrated  phrase4o'tSL*are''tt"^^^      *^* 
even  the  most  classical  lan^Lge  H  ^'^"'  °^ 

haKS'  S^e5\?a^,r  "'^-tainment  in  a 
fillyJ  Kou  meS  ?h,?  ^r  ^"'^  '^'«^=  "  Spanish 
PandemonS  bX  ?  V^,';  ^^  ^^^  ^^^^^/in  the 
blackguard."  ItSf«.«;fK'  T?  ^""^  ^  t*»'«f  and  a 
loaded  consciousness  ^r«S?  ^^'*  '*'/^  °"  ^  sorely 
Dartie  seizeTws  wife's  a^m^  "P/"""  lll^  •^^^'^ 
achievement.!  nf  h.-cT    tf    /""'  ^"^  recalling  the 

endurXhe  agln^Sr''  *^''l'^  "•  ™fred 
murmur.  wSwwf'^  '"  ^t'  7"'  ^"^  no 
she  wrenched  it  fr^f.  lu    ^  ,'"°™e"t  of  weakness. 

l«tweenTht'i?d"itlttej^^^ 
circumstance'?  "^St^f ^SSe^^^ t  troThif 
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dark  moustache  she  went  upstairs,  and,  after  lock- 

l.'^.t^''  If"""-^^  ^^i^^  **^'"  *"°  '°  hot  water,  lay 
Zt  f  ^'SKjhihking  of  her  pearls  adorning 
the  neck  of  another,  and  of  the  consideration  her 
husband  had  presumably  received  therefor. 

1  he  man  of  the  world  awoke  with  a  sense  of 

t'^Fn  ""t  *°  *^f /"""li'  =°d  a  d™  recollection  of 
havmg  been  called  a  'limit'  He  sat  for  half  an 
hour  m  the  dawn  and  the  armchair  where  he  had 
Slept  — perhaps  the  unhappiest  half-hour  he  had 
ever  spent,  for  even  to  a  Dartie  there  is  something 

r^fvf /^"*x?"  ^""^  ^"^  ^"^  '"^ew  that  he  had 
reached  it.  Never  again  would  he  sleep  in  his  din- 
ing-room and  wake  with  the  light  filtering  through 
those  curtains  bought  by  Winifred  at  Nickens  and 

«nT  M,"5,*?!f  ™°"^J:  °^  J^-^es-  Never  again 
eat  a  devilled  kidney  at  that  rosewood  table,  after  a 
roH  m  the  sheets  and  a  hot  bath.    He  took  his  note 

^i™?"  c'^  '''■^^?  *=°**  P<^^t-  Four  hundred 
pounds  in  fives  and  tens  — the  remainder  of  the 
proceeds  of  his  half  of  Sleeve-links,  sold  last  night! 
^sh  down,  to  George  Forsyte,  who,  having  won 
over  the  race,  had  not  conceived  the  sudden  dislike 
to  the  animal  which  he  himself  now  felt.  The  ballet 
was  going  to  Buenos  Aires  the  day  after  to-morrow 
and  he  was  going  too.  Full  value  for  the  pearls 
had  not  yet  been  received;  he  was  only  at  the  soup. 

.h^l  ^^il  "l"*^'?t:  ^°*  *^^""^  t°  ''ave  a  bath,  or 
shave  (besides,  the  water  would  be  cold),  he 
changed  his  clothes  and  packed  stealthily  all  he 
could.  It  was  hard  to  leave  so  many  shining  boots, 
but  one  must  sacrifice  something.    Then,  drryiS 

wwl"  J^\^°"^  ""ff  '''"^  quiet  — that  house 
where  he  had  begotten  his  four  children.    It  was  a 
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curious  moment,  this,  outside  the  room  of  his  wife 
once  ajnired.jf  not  perhaps  loved,  who  had  S 
him  the  hnut'  He  steeled  himself  wiSi  thS 
phrase,  and  tiptoed  on ;  but  the  next  door  w^s  harSJ 
to  pass.    It  was  the  room  his  daughters  slSti^ 

there;  and  moisture  came  into  Dartie's  early  morn? 
'"?kT'-^  ^K^^«  ^^^  "ost  «ke  him  of  the  fSS 
wi  h  her  dark  hair,  and  her  luscious  Drown  glanS' 

two  Sf  ""-^v  PT^  *'^'?^'  ««  «^t  down  the 
two  vahses  This  almost  formal  abdication  of 
fatherhood  hurt  him.  The  morning  light  feH  on  a 
faa  which  worked  with  real  emotifn.  ^Nothing  so 
false  as  penitence  moved  him;  but  genuine  patS 
l^^f  •  !."u-*^^*  melancholy  of  '  niver  agafn.'  He 
moistened  his  lips;  and  complete  irresolution  for  f 

It  was  hard  — hard  to  be  thus  compelled  to  leave 

5^  *T^-  ^,-"  '*'"  ^^  muttered,  "I  nSIr 
thought  It  would  come  to  this."  Noises  Si 
warn«l  him  that  the  maids  were  begSing  to^t 
up.    And  grasping  the  two  valises,  he  tipfoS  m 

edge  of  that  was  comforting,  as  though  it  guaran- 

Stlefn^r'^'^^L"/  ^'^  sa<:rifice.^He  lingerSi 
a  httle  m  the  rooms  below,  to  pack  all  the  cigars  he 

a  R/.ffl^'r  ^T'%1  *=™^''.  ^^*'  ^  ^"^e'-  <=i&^rette  box! 
an^  so^a  nn^-  r^^""'  ""^"^^  ^^'^^^  ^^^iff  whiskjl 
t^LA  ^  ''^i'*'"^  *  cigarette,  he  stood  hesi- 
tating before  a  photograph  of  his  two  girls   in  a 

r^tTu^'T  ?  ^.^'e"g^d  t°  Winifred^  'Never 
1  can  t !  He  slipped  it  into  the  valise.  Then  out- 
his  best  malacca  cane,  an  umbrella,  and  opened  the 
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oallrf  hi.  ^„"'  "^  '""  ">=  lio""  which  he  hil 

rhT-s;;HHr"f-'s' 
W-^i»9.':^B;i^:: 

would  never  stand  tivr^fc,:!       ''^'^  f^^er's  nerves 

noon,  and  pouring  out  the  storv  nf  fL         t 
Aunts  Tulev  and  Wa^LI  •       1/    *  *"^  P«'*'''s  to 
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to  her  bed,  lay  on  it,  and  buried  her  farp  i„  ♦»,-  „-i 
men  sKf  oTh^e7  J^^^^^^^^^^ 

X-»XdnS;^^^^^^ 

gen  "Tc^*„rh,^^^*.  ^''  '^'>'^^'"  she  said  to  Imo- 
R     TW  W  ^""  ^^"'S^  HP  to  Oxford  all  any- 
"V  1.       .  "J^y^  "^  s°  particular."  "^ 

"I  &w°M,f  ?^  °^  *'''"^''"  ^™°een  answered, 
he'll  come"'    "*  '^'^  ^""*  overhauling.    I  hope 

awXr  S;V'°*'  ^°*^-    «"t  he'll  prob- 
him"  '*"'*  '''^P  *'*'"  ^^''^  Winifred.    "I  want 

and  you  have  young  PubHus  vSSius  Dard/'^ 


:  j£,. .  wmj^^m^'^am 
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. "  ^'  hJr    Uto,"  said  Geom  "  if  n  k-  j 

not  a  aA7a„Ta  J  •'  '"'"  '"  ^''^^'^  ^^^  "  "  it's 

bre'ect?  ^' B^L^S? J"'  *^  ^  .^^'^^  ^  kn« 
the  Library.  S  a"         ^*''y^P'<^^  Brit,  from 

The  waiter  brought  it. 
Lydia.    St's  whp?r  ^*'<=""s  by  Virgil  out  of 

Sh^S'^rchSed^'lt''  -f-«ed  Winifred 
Publius  Valerius  Se  tJl  Tk  ?°    •*'*=•'    ^nd 

lius  was  neariv  ;«?  ,2^'''°^T';'?^''«^  «*««  Pulv 

fashion.  aT£brSy*LTi?.  )^/n'i  rT,l°"*  °^ 
have  doubts.  Thev  we^r^TffiJ:  5  1"1.**«^°  *« 
hus  himself  who  f^t«rn!/f™^^  ^7  "">«  P"b- 
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Stairs  three  at  a  time,  and  came  down  four,  dressed 

'^Li^^^u  ?^  "^"^  ^^^""y  ^'^y'  but  his 
H  n!  of;.,'^^"]'*^  *'°'5^"P  *°°'  ^""^  asked  Urn  to 
dme  at  the  Oxford  and  Cambridge;  it  wouldn't  do 
to  miss  — the  old  chap  would  be  hurt.  Winifred 
let  him  go  with  an  unhapy  pride.  She  had  wanted 
him  at  home,  but  it  was  very  nice  to  know  that  his 
tutor  was  so  fond  of  him.  He  went  out  with  a  wink 
at  Imogen,  saymg: 

"  I  say.  Mother,  could  I  have  two  plover's  cges 
when  I  come  in? -cook's  got  some.  They  top  up 
so  jolly  well     Oh!  and  look  here  -  have  you  anv 

™  «?^L~]  'l***.*?  ^"°^  *  fi^e«"  from  old  Snobby." 

Wimfred,  looking  at  him  with  fond  shrewdness, 

answered :  ' 

"  My  dear,  you  are  naughty  about  money.    But 
you  shouldn  t  pay  him  to-night,  anyway;  you're  his 
guest.      How  nice  and  slim  he  looked  in  his  white 
waistcoat,  and  his  dark  thick  lashes! 
Ti;r".?^'  *"!*  we  may  go  to  the  theatre,  you  see. 
Mother;  and  I  think  I  ought  to  stand  the  tickets; 
he  s  always  hard  up,  you  know." 
Winifred  produced  a  five-pound  note,  saying: 
Well,  perhaps  you'd  better  pay  him,  but  vou 
mustn't  stand  the  tickets  too." 
Val  pocketed  the  fiver. 

"If  I  do,  I  can't,"  he  said.   "  Good-night,  Mum ! " 

He  went  out  with  his  head  up  and  his  hat  cocked 

joyously,  sniffing  the  air  of  Piccadilly  like  a  young 

hound  loosed  into  covert.    Jolly  good  biz!    After 

that  mouldy  old  slow  hole  down  there! 

He  found  his  '  tutor '  not  indeed  at  the  Oxford 
and  Cambridge,  but  at  the  Goat's   Qub.     This 
tutor   was  a  year  older  than  himself,  a  good-look- 
ing youth,  with  fine  Hrown  eyes,  and  smooth  dark 
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late,  cool  to  a  degree,  one  of  those  yoi  ne  men  who 
without  effort  establish  moral  ascendancy  over  their 
companions.  He  had  missed  being  Sed  f  rom 
school  a  year  before  Val,  had  sJntXt  vear  S 
Oxford  and  Val  could  almost  see  a  halo  round  his 
K;  K  "  "^""^  ^^'  ^™'"'  ^"d  "o  one  could  "3 
i&f  f"""?  *^f-"*"''-  "  ^^'^^'^d  to  be  his  only 
evTr  tJi  tT  ^f  ^''"&,t?  yo"n&  Val.  in  whom,  how- 
ever the  Forsyte  would  stand  apart,  now  and  then 
wondering  where,  the  value  for  that' mone^was 
nl  ^    i"*''^  ^"•*'^'y'  '"  'tyle  and  taste;  left  the 

S.,^  f  fr  "!?"■•''  ^""^  J"^t  t^o  bottles  inside 
them,  and  dropped  into  stalls  at  the  Liberty  For 
Val  the  sound  of' comic  songs,  the  sight  of  lovelv 
egs  were  f Qgged  and  interrupted  by  blunting  fears 

Sf,  ,-5!  7°"^^  "^''^'"  *=S."^'  ^'™"'«  <l"«t  dandyism. 
His  idealism  was  roused ;  and  when  that  is  so,  one  is 

never  quite  at  ease.     Surely  he  had  too  wide  a 
mouth,  not  the  best  cut  of  waistcoat,  no  braid  on  his 

Swn!;.*^    ^'Kt'^V'^^''  ^i°^<«  ^^d  no  thin  black 
^  S  ^'^°'™  ^^^  ^?^^-    ^«^'<l«s,  he  laughed  too 
much-  Crum  never  laughed,  he  only  smiled,  with 
his  regular  dark  brows  raised  a  little  so  that  thev 
formed  a  gable  over  his  just  drooped  lids.    No!  he 
r?n1  '^  "^^  ^  brum's  equal.    All  the  same  it  was 
a  jolly  good  show,  and  Cynthia  Dark  simply  ripping 
Between  the  acts  Crum  regaled  him  with  parti^lafs 
of  Cynthia  s  private  life,  and  the  awful  knowledge 
became  Val's  that,  if  he  liked,  Crum  could  go  be- 
hind    He  simply  longed  to  say :  « I  say,  take  me !  " 
but  dared  not,  because  of  his  deficiencies;  and  this 
made  the  last  act  or  two  almost  miserable     On 
coming  out  Crum  said:  "  It's  half  an  hour  before 
they  close;  let's  go  on  to  the  Pandemonium."   They 
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took  a  hansom  to  travel  the  hundred  yards,  and 
seats  costing  seven-and-six  apiece  because  they  were 
going  to  stand,  and  walked  into  the  Promenade. 
It  was  in  these  little  things,  this  utter  negligence  of 
money,  that  Crum  had  such  engaging  polish.    The 
ballet  was  on  its  last  legs  and  night,  and  the  traffic 
of  the  Promenade  was  suffering  for  the  moment. 
Men  and  women  were  crowded  in  three  rows  against 
the  barrier.    The  whirl  and  dazzle  on  the  stage,  the 
half  dark,  the  mingled  tobacco  fumes  and  women> 
scent,  all  that  curious  lure  to  promiscuity  which  be- 
long^ to  Promenades,  began  to  free  young  Val  from 
his  idealism.     He  lookeid  admiringly  in  a  young 
woman's  face,  saw  she  was  not  young,  and  quickly 
looked  away.    Shades  of  Cynthia  Dark!   The  young 
woman's  arm  touched  his  unconsciously;  there  was 
a  scent  of  musk  and  mignonette.    Val  looked  round 
the  comer  of  his  lashes.    Perhaps  she  was  young, 
after  all.    Her  foot  trod  on  his;  she  begged  his 
pardon.    He  said: 
" Not  at  all;  jolly  good  ballet,  isn't  it?  " 
"  Oh,  I'm  tired  of  it;  aren't  you?  " 
Young  Val  smiled  —  his  wide,  rather  charming 
smile.    Beyond  that  he  did  not  go  —  not  yet  con- 
vinced.   The  Forsyte  in  him  stood  out  for  greater 
certainty.    And  on  the  stage  the  ballet  whirled  its 
kaleidoscope  of  snow-white,  salmon-pink,  and  emer- 
ald-green, and  violet,  and  seemed  suddenly  to  freeze 
mto  a  stilly  spangled  pyramid.    Applause  broke  out, 
and  it  was  over!    Maroon  curtains  had  cut  it  off. 
The  semi-circle  of  men  and  women  round  the  bar- 
rier broke  up,  the  young  woman's  arm  pressed  his. 
A  little  way  off  disturbance  seemed  centring  round 
a  man  with  a  pink  carnation;  Val  stole  another 
glance  at  the  young  woman,  who  was  looking 
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inga?^  £  aS^%ro„T»'  ^'"-^«^-  ^A- 
pink  camatioiT  a  whl»       ".*''^  '=^"*'"«  ^ore  the 

said  slow  and  level:  "Look  at  t^f;  , ^'^"'? «  ^o'ce 

ne  seems  to  know  vnn  t "     'ri.     . . 
spoke:  "Know  you!        The  'bounder'. 

"  H'llol "  he  said.    "  You  f'Hows  loot-r   tu     . 
my  young  rascal  of  a  son  I"     "°^^' ^"^^"^    There's 

into  tLrcrimso'^r'i^^^^^^^^^      ""^  '''^''  ^^^«  «-* 

enirreSarh^tS'a';  £' '  ^^  ''^"-- 
true.    Yes  hinLthSi    i   j    ?^  "^*  moment  to  be 

good  loS,  and  Jl'pKrnS""^'^'"  TI*?  ^'^  ^^ 
self-assertive  walk  An^  v^  """'  *"^  ^'^  square, 
behind  tK  Sg  womi  a„r.'^ 
promenade.  He  h2?dH^.  f^r  °"'  "^  the 
Wm.  and  ran  dow^  d  Jnlr';^  ^^"  "  ^^Wnd 
'chuckers-out,' irthe  gja^^*"'  ^'*^^  P«*  the 

bitSeS  SScf  atu7" '^^'''^'-  '^  P^^^^P^  the 
It  seemed  tVvl"  hur?vrn/o^"  "'\"  ^°  through, 
had  ended  beC'it  hKlT'^H*''"'  ^?  '^""^ 
up  to  Oxford  noj  amonSfan  tS^"^  1°"'^  ''"  ^° 
splendid  friends  of  CrS  i^  those  chaos,  those 
his  father  was  a  'SSrM  "a"""."'^ '^"°^  that 

hated  Crum.    Who  th^devH  was  Crl  \n''^"il  '? 
If  Crum  had  been  besidp  h;™    rfL "'' *°  ^^^  that  ? 

would  certainly  havelSen  fosTled  off'th'"°'"'"*'  ^' 

His  own  father-his  own!    A  I  J     ''*^^'"*^"*- 

his  throat  anrf  h-  ^    I  V?-   ,      '^hoke  came  un  ;„ 

'  ^""^  ^*"  '^^^hed  h,s  hands  down  deep  into 
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Ws  overcoat  pockets.    Da  vn  Crum  \    He  conceived 
the  wild  Idea  of  rumung  b  ck  and  un-^.ag  his  father 

^IrL^f  ^/  *^*^  \""  ""'  ''''^S  .Dout  with  him 
front  of  Crura;  but  gave  it  up  ni  once  and  pur- 
sued his  way  down  Piccadilly.    A  young  woman 
planted  herself  before  him.    "  Not  s'^  rn|r^7ar 
hngl      He  shied,  dodged  her,  and  suddenlfb^c^e 
quite  cool.    If  Crura  ever  said  a  word,  he  would 
joUy  well  punch  h  s  head,  and  there  would  be  an 
end  of  It.    He  walked  a  hundred  yards  or  more 
contented  with  that  thought,  then  lost  its  comfort 
K^K    It  wasn't  simple  like  that!    He  remem- 
bered how,  at  school,  when  some  parent  came  down 
who  did  not  pass  the  standard,  it  just  clung  to  the 
fellow  afterwards.     It  was  one  of  ±ose  things 
nothing  could  remove.    Why  had  his  mother  mar- 
ried his  father,  if  he  was  a  'bounder'?    It  was 
bitterly  unfair  — jolly  low-down  on  a  fellow  to 
give  him  a   bounder '  for  father.    The  worst  of  it 

**j*u  f,?^  9V^  ^^  SP0^<="  the  word,  he  real- 
ised that  he  had  long  known  subconsciously  that  his 
father  was  not  *  the  clean  potato.'  It  was  the  beast- 
lest  thing  that  had  ever  happened  to  him— beast- 
lest  thing  that  had  ever  happened  to  any  fel- 
low I  And,  downhearted  as  he  had  never  yet 
been,  he  came  to  Green  Street,  and  let  himself  in 
with  a  smuggled  latchkey.  In  the  dining-room  his 
plovers  eggs  were  set  invitingly,  with  some  cut 
bread  and  butter,  and  a  little  whisky  at  the  bottom 
ot  a  de<anter— just  enough,  as  Winifred  had 
thoug;ht,  for  him  to  feel  himself  a  man.  It  made 
""n;.>«  tojook  at  them,  and  he  went  upstairs. 

Winifred  heard  him  pass,  and  thought:  "The 
dear  tey  s  in  Thank  goodness !  If  he  takes  after 
ais  isthcr  I  don  t  know  what  I  shall  do!  But  he 
won  t  —  he's  like  me.    Dear  Val  I " 
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&e  £^^S-;£^tifi;^•tf '^^'?,  [^«'^  lou^ 

ways  flowered  withhanrin?  J  "?'^"  ''^^^""y.  ai- 
mer, and  now  with  poL Tf  f .? "^T"'  '"  ^''^  s"™" 
struck  by  the  immmabiHtv  if  ?  ^"'■*'"'"' ^^^  was 

looked  just  the  same  as  on  hUfi  ."'?^"  ^^^'«-  I* 
married  Darties  twentv  ,.      ^"*  """'t  *«  the  newly 

chosen  the  fuSturr£e,f%r/"  '^°-  ^e  ha5 
no  subsequent  purcS  l:^"^ '°  ^^^P^^^^'^  *hat 

change  the  room's  atmosphere''''  v'"  ^^^'  *° 
founded  his  sister  well  and  filjf"  J  ^"'  ^e  had 
deed,  it  said  a  grearde;i  fnr  w-''?^^  V^^"^  '*•  In- 
this  time  with  Dartie  ip  ^'".'^''^d  that  after  all 
From  the  first  Soam«  t/'"^!?'^  well-founded 
ture  from  undernelTh  th.  ni"°'1^.°"'  ^^''^''^'^  "»- 

and  good  JootrwStl'r^S^w^^lT^^^^^^ 
mother,  and  even  Tampe  f  ^♦u  Wmif  red,  her 

the  fellow  to  mr;?S'£ul'h?'^''^*/'^P«™'"ttmg 

anything  into  settl7mS -ate 7hl^°"*  ^^^^^^^^ 

Wmifred,  whom  he  notic^  nS  tn ?^  *?  ^°-- 
was  sittine  at  her  RmW  t.  .  to  the  furniture 

hand.  Sh^e  rose  and  i^?"  ^'']'  ^  '^tter  in  hS 
hfmself,  strong  in  ?h?Slv;::"*^'  '""'"•  Tall  as 
something  in  l^  I',!,  t?t&sSes""°SJi' 
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j-hange  her  mmd  and  held  it  out  to  him.    He  was 

her  lawyer  as  well  as  her  brother  "e  was 

Soames  read,  on  Iseeum  Club  paper,  these  words  • 

£ed  out  T'J,T'"!  '?"K"*ry  to-n.orrow;  It's 
Vnnw  t^  l?"  '""^"^  °^  ^«'"&  insulted  by  you. 
Youve  brought  on  yourself.     No  self-resoecHr.^ 

Sn^'^Sb''    \^'1^»  n^^^  you  for  an':S  n| 

r-giris"  tsthei*^^^^^^^^^^  ^r&^tKi 

"  M.  D." 
This  after-dinner  note  h^d  a  splotch  on  it  not  vet 
quite  dry     He  looked  at  Winifred  -  the  spbtch 

words-''^'^';""  ilf^V^"'^  ^^  checkefte 
words.      Good  riddance!"    Then  it  occurred  to 

^Z'^^l'^ult  '^'^  '^«^^  '^'  ^^«  enterinTthat  verj 
state  which  he  himself  so  earnestly  desifed  to  auit 

■~wfni  r^H  i  "h^°"^!  ^^^  ^^«  "°t  divorced. ' 
Winifred  had  turned  away,  and  was  takintr  a 

long  sniff  from  a  little  gold-topped  JtS  A  dull 
commiseration,  together  with  a  vague  sense  of  in 
Eo  S  Sr  So--«=«Xh.eart.  ISe  ff  come  to 
fter  to  talk  of  his  own  position,  and  get  svmoathv 
and  here  was  she  in  the  same  ^sitiorwSg  of 
course  to  talk  of  it.  and  get  sympathy  from  him  ^  ij 

tWnk&et'd /'''>!,  """^y  '-"  '^^^  to 
^TfJlAA  I^  l*"""^'".  ^"*^  '"^•^'■ests  Of  his  own. 
He^folded  up  the  letter  with  the  splotch  inside,  and 

"What's  it  all  about,  now?  " 

Winifred  recited  the  story  of  the  pearls  calmly. 
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^^^„shomdn't  think  so.  -I  n^i^h^  g^^  out  at  his 
j^^K  George  is  there."  said  Winifred.  "  he  would 

faSffne^ll."''  ^°^^^'  "'  ^^  hi«  at  his 
"  Then  he's  sure  to  be  there  " 

^^SSSf^i£«^  Sister. 


"I've  told  E^n'^ '"  ^^'^  Lane? "" '"" 

tained  ^haf  |?Vordf  '^^^'''^'  -^o  re- 
"  Father  would  have  a  fi°'  ^^*"''»"8^  ^er  mother. 

furniture,  as  if  to  ^  h£  Ster^fJ  "T  *^  ^*  *« 

jng  was  draw  ne  in  — a  tL^ui  IX:  ■  ^^^  even- 
ber  haze.  He  wallr^^  °  . ,  °^  *='"^' '«  the  Octo- 
concentrated  air^H^  TJ^^'  f'^  ^^  ^'°«  ""d 
wished  to  dine  nSoho  "'^'^K'^'^eK  for  he 
porter  at  the  Iseeum  that  Mr  nJi?'^  {'T  *^*  '''^» 
«n  to^ay, he looked^t  the trustffel'n  ^J^  *^" 
only  to  ask  if  Mr  Geor~  ^I"®*^  ""ow  and  decided 

He  was.  Soames  ^h^  i  °"^f  *^«  '"  the  Qub 
his  cousin  SrT'aron.  IrW°°''^  askance  at 
Pense.  followedThe  '«  C  'JJ^I,!?  ^^^  ^t  his  ,x- 

•-ides  What  r^^-'Z^^r&Z^tli 
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Roger's  which  had  avoided  death  duty     He  fo,,n^ 

clothed  figure  loomed  almost  threatenS^'th^'l' 
sa|r  ^  ^^'"'  8:rm  on  his  fleshy  face,  he 

«'  M«"?u  ^"1^"?^ '    H^^e  a  muffin  ?  » 

his  h'S:  wSfte  deTe^to'sfv^"^';.^-"^'  """'"^ 
and  syipatheti?,  aSded :  "^  '°'"'*^'"^  '"'"^'''^ 

„  How's  your  mother? " 

City?"   ^'-    You  never  go  racing.    How's  the 

up'aSswIredl^  *''  ^^P'""^^''  °^  ^  J-*'  <='«-» 

he'Iij;^"*"'  *°  ^"^  y°"  ^t'^"*  Dartie.    I  hear 

"  Flitted,  made  a  bolt  for  Buenos  Aire.!  ^.-fj,  ♦  i,„ 

Soames  nodded.    Naturally  inimical  a,  th^ 

cousms  were.  Dartie  made  them  Wn  *''"'* 

Uncle  James'll  sleep  in  his  bed  now"  resumeH 

cabl^''  "  tS"  '^"^ !'''"  '"'*•'<='■•"  «^'d  George  ami- 
a  Sof  lSknV?i'°"n''-  Young  ValwUl  want 
Win  freV  Jr?  *f-,  ^  ^^"  *'^ays  sorry  for 
winitred     She  s  a  plucky  woman." 

to  he?' "he°  aTd  '  "^'^'^- .  "  ^  ""/  '^  ^"'"^  »>ack 
tain     We  ml'  I,    *"  ^"i"*  '^1"*'='^  *°  '"ow  for  cer- 

S^re's^'mSkeV-'  '°  *''^  ^^^P^"     ^  ''"PP^^ 
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rH    hi>  t-o»^  ^ !• 1  '      «*"v% 


Restante, 

if  I  were'vou  ■    T^J^f^^r^  ^"T^  "P  ^'*^  ^^e  steps, 
«  v!c  "^  •  J  o^^  **"^'y  ^^d  me  up  last  nieht " 

thoup^ht     'Tt,/„     PP?^  ^  "^'^  '*  in  a  way,'  he 

eaKli  toi?^'ThTou'3,Ttote?tf;^  ^'l""^^"^ 
gcther.  If  there's  a  war  U  '^P  ^^^  <^^**t<=  to- 
down     Uncle  Rnt-t        '  '^ouse  property  will  go 

sSnS     hI'°^'"?^%  A"  '■^'^^  had  Sour  ;d'^^ 
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denly  he  tboaeht-  •  Ti,„„  „    V  ,"  ™'    And  sud- 
f ord !    Wh?  fot  Vnli    ^  ^^  ^f  ?  8:ot  a  boy  at  Ox- 

much  less  haM  I '  c  "^9"**'  ^ss  bald  —  very 
to  Val :  ^°'  ^'  ^'^'^y  ^^"t  upstairs,  he  saW 

•net  hS'^X^lJ^lLtto  1?"'°^'^!,^^^^^^  "^-'• 
to-morrow  to  where  jf.?;  ^^  ^o"  down  with  me 
You'll  find  it  useful"       ^"'"^  ^"^  '"^'^^^^^^  yo"- 

poSVilTSS^il?  -^*  ^'^^  -o<J-te  trans- 

-^it'Sl^^fi^^-    I^'-nthecountry 

withVn  VSSf.*^'^''^r^-'-«''"  f-e  recalled 
cerned  wSf  Jed  ^  t  S'  '*^P'  ''^^  contemplated  con- 

Ai^issis^fS^r^^ae^^^^^ 

shadowed  when   he  lancfe      Til   c!w       .     *•"" 
Otherwise  we  may  ha'vea  lot' Sf  ^'Sns'e    °The 
sooner  these  things  are  done  the  be?tS     i'm  i^^ 
,*^ys  «e:;etting  that  I  didn't —  »  he"  tontid^n; 
^^ked  sidelong  at  Ae  silent  mrauj^'^^i'''^ 

WJnV  ^^"*-i"?'     '^^  yo"  prove  cruelty?" 
Winifred  said  in  a  dull  voice  •  ^ 

"  W  I  1  ^u"^-    "^^t  's  cruelty  ? " 
We.l,  has  he  struck  you.  or  anythine?" 
^^  Winifred   shook   herself,    and  V%w   grew 

tol"c?unt7''!^  ^'  ^T  P'  '"-'^^  pointing  a  pis- 
JNo  —  I  can  t  bring  in  the  children." 
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"No,"  said  Soames;  "no.  I  wonrfirf  r>f 
a)urse,  there's  legal  separatioa-we^^  tiSl 
But  separation!    Um! "  "<=  v-^n  get  mat. 

lat'ei?'^^*  ^°^  '*  '"^'"  ^^  Winifred  deso- 

hothTI?*  ''^  *^"'-  ^°"**  y°"'  o'"  yo"  him;  you're 
both  of  you  married  and  unmarri^."  And  arain 
he  grunted.     What  was  it.  in  fact,  but  hfeown^c 

sL'sr  ''''''"^^  ^°'  ^^  --'^  -"p"t 

rr,lff,Tu  *  ^  divorce,"  he  said  decisively;  "  failimr 
ramg  the  two  years,  now.    We  get  the  Court  to 
St  oi^v*"*'""  of  conjugal  riglts.    Then  If  he 
Mhs'  tte^     nT  ^""«^  ^  ''i'*  ^°'-  «^'^orce  in  six 
Cth  J        ..9*  ''°"'"?^  y°"  <^on't  want  him  back. 
But  they  won't  know  that.     Still,  there's  the  rS 
that  he  might  come.     I'd  rather  tr^  cruelty." 
Wmif  red  shook  her  head.     "  It's  so  beastly." 
Well     Soames  murmured.  "  perhaps  there  isn't 
ffluch  risk  so  long  as  he's  infat;,atS  Sd  got  mon?y 

thr^^?'^  sighed.  In  spite  of  all  she  had  been 
JEff  ^1  '  ^  f*"  '?'''  °:^  '°^^  ^^«  heavy  on  her.  And 
it  hn^r.°l"°*  P^^'i?  ^''  ^^^'^  ^"y  ™ore  broSS 
It  home  to  her  as  nothing  else  yet  had.  Some  rilh- 
ness  seemed  to  have  gone  out  of  life.     Without  her 

senSt^f  °"'.'''^P^^^'^'  ^'t^^"*  tS  intlaS 
sense  that  she  made  a  brave  show  above  the  domes-  ' 
tic  whirlpool,  she  would  now  have  to  face  the  wS. 
one  telt  bereaved  indeed 

And  into  the  chilly  kiss  he  placed  on  her  fore- 
head Soames  put  more  than  his  usual  warmth. 
I  have  to  go  down  to  Robin  Hill  to-morrow  "  he 
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introduce  him.    Come  dol^^  '  rt  "^h  1"^  V"^ 
wards  Soho      ^   ^'    '^  '***  *'*'"  *°<*  t"™ed  to- 
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It  had  sold  within  a  week —  that  desirable  resi- 
dence, m  the  shadow  of  whose  perf ectS  a  mn  a^d 
a  woman  had  eaten  their  hearts  out. 

wa? tiTnSi^T'^  ^^'J!'¥'  J"^*  "^f <»■«  the  board 
was  taken  down,  Soames  had  gone  there  once  mori. 

fts  uSi.^^'?'^  '^^  Squarf  railings!  Sr  at 
Its  unhghted  windows,  chewing  the  Sad  of  oos^ef 

mZfU^^Zu':^^'^  ^^^  *"r"«d  so  bitterbthe 
KLk!^''^-^^^  ?^  "*^^«'-  Jo^ed  him?  Why? 
She  had  been  gjven  all  she  had  wanted,  and  in  return 
had  given  him,  for  three  long  years   all  he  hJrf 

tS'a  F«^-*^ ^"*^^^'  ""''  ^^'"  h"  '^d  ut- 
Hceman  S  'T^^T'^  ejro^n,  and  a  passing  po- 
iiceman  had  glanced  suspiciously  at  him  who  ^lo 
longer  possessed  the  right  to  enter  that  ^e^n  doSr 

^or  aleri' ^r  '^'^''''-  •^"eath^td 
throat  IL  ^i  ^uf'u^  sensation  had  attacked  his 
throat,  and  he  had  hurried  away  into  the  mist 
That  evening  he  had  gone  to  Brighton  to  live  . 
t„^?ntT^'"^  ^^'*.^  S*''«*=*'  Soho,  and  the  Res- 
in^hiln rl«*^^'  7}'"'''  ^""«"«  *0"W  be  droop, 
thought  with  wonder  of  those  seven  years  at 
Brighton.  How  had  he  managed  to  «)  on?o  lone 
whe*??herdnr'  °'  *'^  ^^^"*  ofsSir.S 

the  8S:  of  L"l°™?^ '>  "  P^""-^"  <=^^'  down  W 
tne  City  of  an  evening  m  a  Pullman  car.    Law  na 

pers  agam  after  dinner,  then  the  sleerof  the  tirS 

and  up  agam  next  morning.     Saturday  to  Monday 
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was  spent  at  his  Qub  in  town  —  curious  reversal  of 

where  had  seemed  to  him  as  necessary  to  health  as 

we  kSoi^'whlrel  ^"T"^  ^^  ^'"^  "°  -"^re  than 
we  rniow  where  a  circle  begins.  It  was  intriratP 
and  deeply  involved  with  theVowing  c^nsc  ousness 
that  property  without  anyone  to  lefve  it  to"s  th| 
negation  of  true  Forsyteism.  To  have  an  heir 
some  continuance  of  self,  who  would  S  Xre  he 
off  17^"?^%'"  f«t' tJ'at  he  would  not  leave 
off —  had  quite  obsessed  him  for  the  last  year  and 

En  A^rn^tr^A  ''•^^Wedgwood'SvTn' 
1^1.  iir-  ''e  had  dropped  into  Malta  Street  to 
ook  at  a  house  of  his  father's  which  had  been  turned 
into  a  restaurant  -  a  risky  proceeding,  and  one  Sot 

h,H  t  !^'^'^?^^^'*''  *«  t«™«  °f  the  lease.  He 
had  stared  for  a  little  at  the  outside— painted  a  «»d 
cream  colour,  with  two  peacock-blue  tubs  contaiS 
little  bay-trees  in  a  recessed  doorway -and  at  thi 
words  'Restaurant  Bretagne '  above  them  in  gold 
te."i?rJr°"'"^'','y  impressed.  Entering^  he 
had  noticed  that  several  people  were  already  sSted 
at  little  round  green  tables  with  little  pots  of  fresh 

tTrjV^'""  "^.^  Brittany-ware  plates,  and  had 
asked  of  a  trim  waitress  to  see  the  proprietor.  They 
had  shown  him  into  a  back  room,  where  a  girl  was 
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sitting  at  a  simple  bureau  covered  with  naoers  and 
a  small  round  table  was  laid  for  tw^  ffi"prcs 
lrL°I  *='«^"''""s,  order,  and  good  taste  was  con- 
hrmed  when  the  girl  got  up,  saying,  "  You  wish  to 
see  Ma»,a«,  Monsieur?  "  in  a  broken  accent 

Ves,    Soames  had  answered,  "  I  represent  your 
landlord;  in  fact,  I'm  his  son."  cniyour 

'Won'tyousitdown,  sir,  please?  Tell  Maman 
to  come  to  this  gentleman."  ^^aman 

He  was  pleased  that  the  girl  seemed  impressed, 
because  "t  showed  busmess  instinct ;  and  suddenly  he 
noticed  that  she  was  remarkably  pretty  — so  re- 
markably pretty  that  his  eyes  found  a  difficulty  in 

fcT^*'';:  *"''•  y.^^"  '^'  ™°^«1  to  P"t  a  chair 
lu  u^'u^^^  ^'^^^^'^  •"  ^  "^"0"s  subtle  way,  as  if 
Sr  rit  « J^f"  P"i  ^u^**^^''  ^y  '""'^""^  ^'th  a  special 
httle  bared,  looked  as  fresh  as  if  they  had  been 

'^oames  decided  that  the  lease  had  not  been  violated  • 
though  to  himself  and  his  father  he  basedThe  dl 
asion  on  the  efficiency  of  those  illicit  adaptations  in 
the  bailding,  on  the  signs  of  prosperity,  and  the  ob- 
vious busmess  capacity  of  Madame  Lamotte.  He 
did  not,  however,  neglect  to  leave  certain  matters  to 
tuture  consideration,  which  had  necessitated  frr- 
ther  visits,  so  that  the  little  back  room  had  become 
quite  accustomed  to  his  spare,  not  unsplid,  but  unob- 
trusive fiptre,  and  his  pale  chinny  face  with  clipped 
S?s  "*'*  ^^*  grizzling  at  the 

'  Un  Monsieur  trks  distingue,'  Madame  Lamotte 
found  him ;  and  presently, '  Trbs  amical,  tris  gentil ' 
watching  his  eyes  upon  her  daughter. 

She  was  one  of  those  srenerouslv  built,  fine-faced 
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oughness  of  S  doSSS^tast f,^"?  'L*^  *^«^- 
of  cooking,  and  the^~fl?.  •  ^^'  **""  Imowledg^ 
balances  ^  '^'^*^"^  '"urease  of  their  baS 

inite  decision!  for  S~  ]Ik?°ll  V"^«=^'^  def- 
great  majority  of  Sr  ci?iS^°"yt«''andthe 
empiricist.  But  it  was  tW?rl.P^^?'  ^^^  ^  ^™ 
life  which  had  «-aSvii!,*^tf."^  "J  '''^  ™ode  of 
scious  that  heSed  Wf  T  '°  ^^''^''^y  con- 
that  of  the  unmarS  m=.f  -^^  ''"  condition  from 
married  man  SlrrSl'^'"''*'  "^°  *°  *^t  °f  the 

there  were^y  aS^evifi*  !  PfP^  *»  ^^  ^f 

He  entered,  thinkimr-  '  w,-'  *  *V*  Transvaa  . 

sell  my  consols/     Sfj  th^  he  htn"^""*^-     ^  ""^ 
the  rate  of  interest  was  t^  ^Jtt  '1!*^^  Personally, 
advise  his  ComSnieTl  Sniu     '^.U''"*  '"^  *"»« 
down.    AIookraThepaMAr°i"'''*'''"''«''yp 
restaurant,  assi'red  hiJ?  f h»t »,    •  '^°0'"ways  of  the 
ever,  and  his  wWcS  *h*  ^usmess  was  good  as 
him,  now  gSe^maJ^?^  '^°"'^.  ''^^  ^^^^ 
steps  which  he  ha?t?  St^^T^'Z^''    '^  *he 
Annette,  he  wouMrafL        ^°^^  '"  his  marrying 
in  France  aTove??^^'^^  "''^^^  safelyTa^ 
'         °^'  *°  *nich  the  prosperity  of  the 
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^taurant  Bretagne  might  become  an  obstacle. 
He  would  have  to  buy  them  out,  of  course,  for 
French  people  only  came  to  England  to  make 
money;  and  it  would  mean  a  higher  price.  And 
then  that  peculiar  sweet  sensation  at  the  back  of  his 
throat,  and  a  slight  thumping  about  the  heart,  which 
he  always  experienced  at  the  door  of  the  little  room, 
prevented  his  thinking  how  much  it  would  cost. 

Going  in,  he  was  conscious  of  an  abundant  black 
skirt  vanishing  through  the  door  into  the  restaurant, 
and  of  Annette  with  her  hands  up  to  her  hair  It 
was  the  attitude  in  which  of  all  others  he  admired 
her  — so  beautifully  straight  and  rounded  and 
supple.    And  he  said: 

"  I  just  came  in  to  talk  to  your  mother  about  pull- 
ing down  that  partition.     No,  don't  call  her." 

"Monsieur  will  have  supper  with  us ?  It  will  be 
ready  in  ten  minutes."  Soames,  who  still  held  her 
hand,  was  overcome  by  an  impulse  which  surprised 
him. 

"  You  look  so  pretty  to-night,"  he  said,  "  so  very 
pretty.  Do  you  know  how  pretty  you  look.  An- 
nette?" 

„  Annette    withdrew    her    hand,    and    blushed. 

Monsieur  is  very  good." 

"  Not  a  bit  good,"  said  Soames,  and  sat  down 
gloomily. 

Annette  made  a  little  expressive  gesture  with  her 
hands;  a  smile  was  crinkling  her  red  lips  untouched 
by  salve. 

And,  looking  at  those  lips,  Soames  said : 

"Are  you  happy  over  here,  or  do  you  want  to  go 
back  to  France?"  "^ 

"Oh,  I  like  London.  Paris,  of  course.  But  Lon- 
don IS  better  than  Orleans,  and  the  English  country 
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«  so  beautiful.    I  have  been  to  Richmond  last  Sun- 

was  to  l4  foS  to . '  Stait^nJ''"  t'*  '^''' 
could  say  things      Tnf^Jo  Down  there  one 

"  I  want  v^fnnH         ^  '"°?'"  •*  was  impossible. 
"  to  cS'  C  'Se  XrZ^'"  '.^  l^'<i^"ddeniy. 
house  is  on  the  river  it's  not^"  Tf  •  ^l!?'^^^-     ^y 
and  I  can  show  vou^^    ^  ^^*^ '"  ^'''^  weather; 
you  say  ?  »         ^  "  '°"'*^  8^°°^  P'^tures.     What  do 

^?"<="f  J^'asped  her  hands. 

with  pretty  daughter"  down  m  ^^"i"^"*  Proprietors 
without  design?  MfdnZr  °"! '  '^"""t^y  house 
Annette  did^"  Wtm^h.^"""^^  ^°"'^  ««>  « 
Madame  did  not  see  R«-!."^  "I??  "°*  •""'^h  that 
time  he  had  stavid  io  «fn^"'  ^^i'  V^  ^^^  «cond 
them  hospitality?^    .  °  '"PP*'  ^'*  *»>«".•  he  owed 

Walking  home  towards  Park  LanP      f     u 
staying  at  his  father's  —  w^h  ♦  kT?     ^  ^P'^  ^^  was 
nette's  sof t clever  hanH^^v    u^ ""P'-^sion of  An- 
were  pleasant    sSv«^"  '"f  '''^\^^  thoughts 

washed  in  public?  PahfW.VKi,^  Dirty  hnen 
sagacity,  for  far-sight?3ness^n5  the  ,7P"*'^*'°"  .^ "^ 
tion  of  others  h«.  Iv.-!  ,*    j  /^    *"*  *^'^^«''  extr  ca- 

ests.  to  S  the^te'o rtha?r*°7  '\*^^- 
he  was  a  pillar !    Therrwil^c     ^u-  ^"^  °^  which 
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To  have  a  double  dose  of  publicity  in  the  family! 
Would  not  a  liaison  be  better  than  that  —  a  liaison, 
and  a  son  he  could  adopt  ?    But  dark,  solid,  watch- 
f ulj  Madame  Lamotte  blocked  the  avenue  of  that 
vision.     No!  that  would  not  work.     It  was  not  as  if 
Annette  could  have  a  real  passion  for  him ;  one  could 
not  expect  that  at  his  age.     If  her  mother  wished,  if 
the  worldly  advantage  were  manifestly  great  — 
perhaps!    If  not,  refusal  would  be  certain     Be- 
sides, he  thought :'  I  am  not  a  villain.    I  don't  want 
to  hurt  her;  and  I  don't  want  anything  underhand. 
iJut  I  do  want  her,  and  I  want  a  son !    There's  noth- 
ing for  It  but  d.  .orce  —  somehow  —  anyhow  —  di- 
vorce!     Under  the  shadow  of  the  plane-trees,  in 
the  lamplight,  he  passed  slowly  along  the  railings  of 
the  Green  Park.     Mist  clung  there  among  the  Wuish 
tree  shapes,  beyond  range  of  the  lamps.     How 
many  hundred  times  he  had  walked  past  those  trees 
from  his  father's  house  in  Park  Lane,  when  he  was 
quite  a  young  man ;  or  from  his  own  house  in  Mont- 
peher  Square  in  those  four  years  of  married  life! 
And,  to-night,  making  up  his  mind  to  free  himself  if 
he  could  of  that  long  useless  marriage  tie,  he  took  a 
^ncy  to  walk  on,  in  at  Hyde  Park  Comer,  out  at 
Knightsbridge  Gate,  just  as  he  used  to  when  going 
home  to  Irene  in  the  old  days.     What  could  she  1^ 
Ike  now?  —  how  had  she  passed  the  years  since  he 
last  saw  her,  twelve  years  in  all,  eight  already  since 
Uncle  Jolvon  left  her  that  money!    Was  she  still 
beautiful?    Would  he  know  her  if  he  saw  her? 
I  ve  not  changed  much.'  he  thought ; '  I  expect  she 
has     She  made  me  suffer.'    He  remembered  sud- 
denly one  night,  the  first  on  which  he  went  out  to 
dinner  alone  —  an  old  Malburian  dinner  —  the  first 
year  of  their  marriage.    With  what  eagerness  he 
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«,«..i,  JL  '  '""crent  from  any  he  knew   «n 

Um1^'if"tto  SI " '?  ''""'  ""^  gone  altgh 

denreS  'il  ^u-'u""?'  '^'^  **'°"gJ't  with  sud- 
deirtedT;  'Ir'^^^oius?  She  or  me?  She 
aeserted  me.     She  ought  to  pay  for  it     Ther..'ll  K« 

ST-  ,^  '"PP°^^-      I^voluntaSy  he  utSrii^ 
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JAMES   SEES  VISIOKS 

The  butler  himself  opened  the  door,  and  closing  it 
softly,  detained  Soames  on  the  inner  mat. 

"  The  master's  poorly,  sir,"  he  murmured.  "  He 
wouldn't  go  to  bed  till  you  came  in.  He's  still  in  the 
dining-room." 

Soames  responded  in  the  hushed  tone  to  which  the 
house  was  now  accustomed. 

"  What's  matter  with  him,  Warmson?  " 

"Ner  ts,  sir,  I  think  Might  be  the  funeral; 
might  t  virs.Dartie'scomin' round  this  ail  noon. 
I  think  he  overheard  something.  I've  took  him  in  a 
negus.    The  mistress  has  just  gone  up." 

Soames  hung  his  hat  on  a  mahogany  stag's-horn. 
_ "  All  right,  Warmson,  you  can  go  to  bed;  I'll  take 
him  up  myself."  And  he  passed  into  the  dining- 
room.  .  .  . 

James  was  sitting  before  the  fire,  in  a  big  arm- 
chair, with  a  camel-hair  shawl,  very  light  and  warm, 
over  his  frock-coated  shoulders,  on  to  which  his 
long  white  whiskers  drooped.  His  white  hair,  still 
fairly  thick,  glistened  in  the  lamplight ;  a  little  mois- 
ture from  his  fixed,  light  grey  eyes  stained  the 
cheeks,  still  quite  well  coloured,  and  the  long  deep 
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furrows  running  to  the  corners  of  the  clean-shaven 
hps  which  moved  as  if  mumbling  th(S^s  S 
long  legs,  thm  as  a  crow's,  in  shephfrd's  olaW 

o^  STsoS  ^^'"j  ^''^^  «  rightist  an'd  on 
finL„      ?.  spindly  hand  moved  continually,  with 

ISde  hTm  nn^f!  and  gHstening  tapered'^'nS 
Sof  n.^.f  K^'°'!^'**?°iv'*°«^  a  half-finished 
hi  h!i^l  ^?'  ^^«^wed  with  beads  of  heat.  There 
he  had  been  sittmg,  with  intervals  for  meals  all  dav 

fuffS?;"'^?,  ^'.  ^''  f '"  organr^lTytoind.  b^ 
t^uu^  ^'"■'■l^.^y  ^'■°'"  *^<=  *o"eht  that  no  one  ever 
told  hrm  anythmg.    It  is.  indeed,  doubtful  how  £ 

5^y  ^rE^ZT^Y  ??^f  ^^  *^'"&  •>""«=dThat 
Ss  keen^i^f  t^**  '''?^  '*  ^l!'?"  *'™-  She  was  al- 
ways keeping  thmgs  from  him.     Emily  was  onlv 

Sr'HifT  ^''t"  ^.'^^  againsfhrUS 
mTrr,-;^  ?  felt  sometimes  that  he  would  never  have 
married  her  if  he  had  known  that  she  would  have  so 
many  years  before  her.  when  he  had  so  few.  It  was 
not  nahiral.  She  would  live  fifteen  or  twenty  S 
shiLn  r'  gone,  and  might  spend  a  lot  of  money! 
she  had  always  had  extravagant  tastes.     For  all  he 

QceTv  and'l'^'rr^^A"^ °"*=  °f  '"^^ motorSrs 
i^S     ♦^  Rachel  and  Imogen  and  all  the  young 

^fc*^*'^  f  '■"^^  *^°««=  ^'<^«:>es  now,  and  w«it 
off  Goodness  knew  where.  And  now  Roger  ^s 
gone.  He  didn't  know -couldn't  tell  I  The  W 
^y  was  breaking  up.  Soames  would  know  how 
much  his  uncle  had  left  Curiously,  he  thought  oT 
Koger  as  Soames'  uncle,  not  as  his  own  brother 
f^'^tl-  J*"  "^^^  Ti""^  ^"*^ '"°'"«  t^'e  one  solid  spot 

a  warn  manVr/*'-.  ^*^'""  ^^^  "^'^^"' '  ^'  ^' 
to  tS.?.  ";  ^"*  Y  ^^^  19.°''''  *o  'e^^e  his  money 
^sth?tf!l  '^^'  He  didn't  know!  And  the% 
was  that  fellow  Chamberlain !    For  James*  political 
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principles  had  been  fixed  between  70  and  '85,  when 
that  rascally  Radical '  had  been  the  chief  thorn  in 
the  side  of  property,  and  he  distrusted  him  to  this 
day,  in  spite  of  his  conversion;  he  would  get  the 
country  into  a  mess,  and  make  money  go  down  be- 
fore he  had  done  with  it.    A  stormy  petrel  of  a 
chap!    Where  was  Soames?    He  had  gone  to  the 
funeral,  of  course,  which  they  had  tried  to  keep 
from  him.   He  knew  that  perfectly  well ;  he  had  seen 
his  son's  trousers.    Roger!   Roger  in  his  coffin!   He 
remembered  how,  when  they  came  up  from  school 
together  from  the  West,  on  the  box  seat  of  the  old 
Slowflyer  in  1824,  Roger  had  got  into  the  '  boot ' 
and  gone  to  sleep.    James  uttered  a  thin  cackle.    A 
funny  fellow  —  Roger  —  an  original!    He  didn't 
taow!    Younger  than  himself,  and  in  his  coffin! 
The  family  was  breaking  up.     There  was  Val  going 
to  the  university;  he  never  came  to  see  him  now. 
He  would  cost  a  pretty  penny  up  there.     It  was  an 
extravagant  age.     And  all  the  pretty  pennies  that 
his  four  grandchildren  would  cost  him  danced  be- 
fore James'  eyes.     He  did  not  grudge  them  the 
money,  but  he  grudged  terribly  the  risk  which  the 
spending  of  that  money  might  bring  on  them;  he 
grudged  the  diminution  of  security.    And  now  that 
Cicely  had  married,  she  might  be  having  children 
too.     He  didn't  know  —  couldn't  tell!     Nobody 
thought  of  anything  but  spending  money  in  these 
days,  and  racing  about,  and  having  what  they  called 
'  a  good  time.'    A  motor-car  went  past  the  window. 
Ugly  great  lumbering  thing,  making  all  that  racket  1 
But  there  it  was,  the  country  rattling  to  the  dogs! 
People  in  such  a  hurry  that  they  couldn't  even  care 
for  style  —  a  neat  turn-out  like  his  barouche  and 
bays  was  worth  all  thostf  new-fangled  things.    And 
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^?r?*^i^   Theremustbealotofmoneyinthe 

J?  1^ J  ^!^if*  *°  ^*^P  °'^  ^"'S'tr  from  him.    f ut 
he  knew  better;  there  would  be  a  pretty  kettle  of 

wL°"thif'f^l  Hehadknownh^w/S'be 
Sd!-lm,I"°1  Gladstone -dead  now.  thank 
J^dl  — made  such  a  mess  of  it  after  that  dreadful 
business  at  Majuba.  He  shouldn't  wonder  If  the 
Empire  spht  up  and  went  to  pot.  And  this  vision  of 
Wr  ?.r  ^T^  *°/°*  '^"««i  a  f""  quarter  of  an 
H^Lh'^^^"^'""'  °f  ^'V*  -"ost  serious  character 

occurreo.  He  had  b^n  dozmg  when  he  became 
aware  of  voices  -  low  voices.  Ah !  they  neveSd 
"Zo^S^'%..7ir''^'' .^-^  her'^moSert 
low  Srie .  -^T^  *  ^^"""^  ^^^''^  -  *^^^y«  that  f  el- 
w  £!  r^I  P*  ''°1*=^^  ^^'^  receded;  and  Tames 
had  been  left  alone,  with  his  ears  standing  up  like  a 
hare  s,  and  fear  creeping  about  his  inwards.  Whv 
in ^%  '^f^eh'ni  alone?  Why  didn't  they  come 
and  tell  him?  And  an  awful  thought,  which 
Sf  .^^^S^.y^f."  had  haunted  him.^c^c^SS 
X  T^'rr'Vf'';:^''?-  Dartie  had  gone  bank- 
^^ZSl^'^u^^^y  bankrupt,  and  to  save  Wini- 
m?j  Pni^/t'^*^'''^"' '"i^^"^  J^"'^  -  ^°"M  have  to 
u^iJ^^^  he -could  Soames  turn  him  into  a 
iLTc^  AArirP^"^^  .^°'  he  couldn't!  There  it 
was  f    With  every  minute  before  Emily  came  back 

wlt^"%^Z'''''t  T^y'  "  '"•■^ht  be  forgjrjl 
Jf  tte,  t"^  °"  the  doubted  Turner  in  the  cInS 
of  the  wall,  James  suffered  tortures.  He  saw  Dar- 
hLT-if  •  ^'  his  grandchiWren  in  the  gutter,  and 
Welf  m  bed  He  saw  the  doubted  Turner  being 
sold  at  Jobson's.  and  all  the  majestic  edifice  of  proj^ 
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erty  in  rags.  He  saw  in  fancy  Winifred  unf ash- 
ionably  dressed,  and  heard  in  fancy  Emily's  voice 
saying:  "  Now,  don't  fuss,  James! "  She  was  al- 
ways saying:  "  Don't  fuss! "  She  had  no  nerves; 
he  ought  never  to  have  married  a  woman  eighteen 
years  younger  than  himself.  Then  Emily's  real 
voice  said : 

"  Have  you  had  a  nice  nap,  James  ?  " 

Nap!  He  was  in  torment,  and  she  asked  him 
that! 

"What's  this  about  Dartie?"  he  said,  and  his 
eyes  glared  at  her. 

Emily's  self-possession  never  deserted  her. 

"What  have  you  been  hearing?"  she  asked 
blandly. 

"What's  this  about  Dartie?"  repeated  James. 
"  He's  gone  bankrupt." 

"Fiddle!" 

^ames  made  a  great  effort  and  rose  to  the  full 
height  of  his  stork-like  figure. 

''^You  never  tell  me  anything,"  he  said;  "he's 
gone  bankrupt." 

The  destruction  of  that  fixed  idea  seemed  to 
Emily  all  that  mattered  at  the  moment. 

"  He  has  not,"  she  answered  firmly.  "  He's  gone 
to  Buenos  Aires." 

If  she  had  said '  He's  gone  to  Mars '  she  could  not 
have  dealt  James  a  more  stunning  blow;  his  imagi- 
nation, invested  entirely  in  British  securities,  could 
as  little  grasp  oneplace  as  the  other. 

"  What's  he  gone  there  for?  "  he  said.  "  He's 
got  no  money..    What  did  he  take  ?  " 

Agitated  within  by  Winifred's  news,  and  goaded 
by  the  constant  reiteration  of  this  jeremiad,  Emily 
fiaidcahnly: 


Sa 
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"'  W,iH  "  W/?'^«i's  pearls  and  a  dancer." 
What!    said  James,  and  sat  down. 

"  Now,  don't  fuss,  James ! " 
-  forVeSd"^  "'^  ^  'P""'^^  °^^^  J^^«'  ^^heeks  and 
thJ^fV^T**  for  them,"  he  said  tremblingly;  "  he's  a 
£th  of  m.? ?"'^»°^  '*.*°">d  ^-    He'»  b^  the 

where  she  J^^^'  ^"^.^^'J*  Awards  the  sideboard 
Where  she  kept  some  sal  volatile.    She  could  not  see 
the  tenacious  Forsyte  spirit  working  in  that  thin 
tremulous  shape  agairist  the  extravlgance  of  thl' 

Ss -S"P^  *"'?  -n^^^  Srs^elrin! 
'  Yof^tct^v  °??^f  ^P]"*  ^"^P  "  there,  saying: 

STsi'^fe"  ™  "^'-^  ■«"«  w«'k '» J»^ 

"Drink  this,"  she  said. 
James  waved  it  aside. 

"  What  was  Winifred  about,"  he  said  "  tn  W »,;«, 

take  her  pearls  ?  »  Emily  perceivXe  crisis°isJ"" 

bhe  can  have  mine,"  she  said  comf ortablV    "  I 

never  wear  them.     She'd  better  get  a  divorce." 

There   you    go!"    said   James.      "Divorce! 

SmesT"""  ^"^  '  ^^"''^  '■"  '^'  ^^'"''y-    WThS 
"  He'll  be  in  directly." 

«he'^a;Ilf.r"'*''i  "^^^  Jl""'  ^'"ost  fiercely; 

''W%"JT^^^-,  Y^."  t'^'"k  I  know  nothing/' 

^t^fnljV^  ^""'Z  ^'*  ^^a'™'  "you  shouldn't 

get  into  such  fusses  when  we  tell  you  things."    And 
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pJumping  up  his  cushions,  and  putting  the  sal  vola- 
tile beside  him,  she  left  the  room. 
{„  Tu  *  ^^*  sat  there  seeing  visions  —  of  Winifred 
in  the  Divorce  Court,  and  the  family  name  in  the 
papers;  of  the  earth  falling  on  Roger's  coffin;  of 
Val  taking  after  his  father;  of  the  pearls  he  had 
paid  for  and  would  never  see  again;  of  money  back 
at  four  per  cent.,  and  the  country  going  to  the  dogs ; 
and,  as  the  afternoon  wore  into  evening,  and  tea- 
time  passed,  and  dinner-time,  those  visions  became 
more  and  more  mixed  and  menacing-^ of  beine 
told  nothing,  till  he  had  nothing  left  of  all  hi 
wealth,  and  they  told  him  nothing  of  it     Where 
was  Soames?    Why  didn't  he  come  in?  .        His 
hand  grasped  the  glass  of  negus,  he  raised  it  to 
vf^    '  f llf*"^  ^'^®°'?.  standing  there  looking  at 
him.    A  little  sigh  of  relief  escaped  his  lips,  and  put- 
ting the  glass  down,  he  said :  F,     upm 

Aireir"  ^°"  *™'      ^"*'*'^  ^""'^  *°  ^"'^""^ 

"^ridd^^e""'-  '"^'''  ^'  "^'•*'"  ""'  ^^' 
A  wave  of  assuagement  passed  over  Tames' 
brain.  Soames  knew.  Soames  was  the  only  one  of 
\u^  fl  ^''° ''ad  sense.  Why  couldn't  he  come  and 
live  at  home?  He  had  no  son  of  his  own.  And  he 
said  plaintively: 

"At  my  age  I  get  nervous.  I  wish  you  were 
more  at  home,  my  boy."  j'  u  wcic 

Again  Soames  nodded;  the  mask  of  his  counte- 
nance betrayed  no  understanding,  but  he  went  closer, 
and  as  if  by  accident  touched  his  father's  shoulder 

«,M     "V*'"*  ^^l""  l?"""^  *°  yo"  at  Timothy's,"  he 
said.       It  went  ofr  all  right.     I've  been  to  see  Win- 
ifred.   I  m  going  to  take  steps."    And  he  thought: 
Yes,  and  you  mustn't  hear  of  them.' 
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S^es's  heart  twitched. 
^unSLTath'Si™"""  ««'^  P«  -^ 

^.v;?4'.re;^a^a-°^™"°^ 

^  Goou-mght.  my  boy."  said  James  at  his  bedroom 

h^ni^l"'!*?'  ^**""'*!  answered  Soames.    His 
hand  stroked  down  the  sleeve  beneath  the  shkwl  •  i? 

o^j„~?*  ^""?^  '''^^y  ^"""n  the  light  in  the 
Sratr^^'  '^  "'"*  "P  *'^  •«*-  fl'^'^*  to  hi! 


CHAPTER  VI 


NO-LONGER-YOUNG  JOLYON  AT  HOME 

.  Trees  take  little  account  of  Time,  and  the  old  oak  on 
the  upper  lawn  at  Robin  Hill  looked  no  day  older 
than  when  Bosinney  sprawled  under  it  and  said  to 
Soames:  'Forsyte,  I've  found  the  very  place  for 
your  house.'  Since  then  Swithin  had  dreamed,  and 
old  Jolyon  died,  beneath  its  branches.  And  now, 
close  to  the  swing,  no-longer-young  Jolyon  often 
painted  there.  Of  all  spots  in  the  world  it  was  per- 
haps the  most  sacred  to  him,  for  he  had  loved  his 
father. 

Contemplating  its  great  girth  —  crinkled  and  a 
little  mossed,  but  not  yet  hollow  —  he  would  specu- 
late on  the  passage  of  time.  That  tree  had  seen, 
perhaps,  all  real  English  history;  it  dated,  he 
shouldn't  wonder,  from  the  days  of  Elizabeth  at 
least.  His  own  fifty  years  were  as  nothing  to  its 
wood.  When  the  house  behind  it,  which  he  now 
owned,  was  three  hundred  years  of  age  instead  of 
twelve,  that  tree  might  still  be  standing  there,  vast 
and  hollow  —  for  who  would  commit  such  sacrilege 
as  to  cut  it  down?  A  Forsyte  might  perhaps  still 
be  living  in  that  house,  to  guard  it  jealously.  And 
Jolyon  would  wonder  what  the  house  would  1(  k 
like  coated  with  such  age.    Wistaria  was  already 


^  Df  CHANCERY 

heart  ,nto  that  house,  indeed!  itmihtj^t. 
come  one  of  the  'homes  of  Enel3-!?  „„ 

ofta?  'rnd%fM"  t''5^^ne;it:  s;i 

.^  hand  S,  hfslrs^fS^'^^t'^^  "°-""^  ''^•"^ 
uitv  dwelt  «,;Vh  rH;^^  5  .  °*  Possessive  contin- 
shio  tSf     T^^*'  and  pleasure  on  his  owner- 

i!;,  J  *l     •        ,  ^a*^^""  ''ad  loved  the  house  harf 
g  water-colour  art  han^g7n\ninrev:;^^^^^ 

pSv^In^^nJolS^,^  S^hi  Tsht\1  Cl 
^ow.  a  short  fair  beared,  which  waS^C'J^ 
harchhrl*"iS'  Forsyte  chin;  his  broS^ 

i~.»  fT-  .'oo^ed,  if  anything:,  younmr  Th.. 
loss  of  his  wife  in  1894  had  been  one  ofthn«  !i!^ 
mestic  tragedies  which  turn  SnXld^o^  t 
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good  of  aU.  He  had,  indeed,  loved  her  to  the  last, 
for  his  was  an  affectionate  spirit,  but  she  had  be- 
come increasingly  difficult :  jealous  of  her  step-daugh- 
ter June,  jealous  even  of  her  own  little  daughter 
Holly,  and  making  ceaseless  plaint  that  he  could  not 
love  her,  ill  as  she  was,  and  'useless  to  everyone, 
and  better  dead.'  He  had  mourned  her  sincerely, 
but  his  face  had  looked  younger  since  she  died.  If 
she  could  only  have  believed  that  she  made  him 
happy,  how  much  happier  would  the  twenty  years  of 
their  companionship  have  beenl 

June  had  never  really  got  on  well  with  her  who 
had  reprehensibly  taken  her  own  mother's  place; 
and  ever  since  old  Jolyon  died  she  ha<:  been  estab- 
lished m  a  sort  of  stud-  -  in  London.    But  she  had 
come  back  to  Robin  Hih  on  her  stepmother's  death, 
and  gathered  the  reins  there  into  'ler  small  decided 
haneb.    Jolly  was  then  at  Harrow ;  Holly  still  learn- 
ing from  Mademoiselle  Beauce.    There  had  been 
nothing  to  keep  Jolyon  at  home,  and  he  had  removed 
his  mef  and  his  paintbox  abroad    There  he  had 
wandered,  for  the  most  part  in  Brittany,  and  at  last 
had  fetched  up  in  Paris.    He  had  stayed  there  several 
months,  and  come  back  with  the  younger  face  and 
the  short  fair  beard.    Essentially  a  man  who  merely 
lodged  m  any  house,  it  had  suited  him  perfectly  that 
June  should  reign  at  Robin  Hill,  so  that  ne  was  free 
to  go  off  with  his  easel  where  and  when  he  liked. 
S>he  was  inclined,  it  is  true,  to  regard  the  house 
rather  as  an  asylum  for  her  protigis;  but  his  own 
outcast  days  had  filled  Jolyon  for  ever  with  sym- 
I»thy  towards  an  outcast,  and  June's  '  lame  ducks ' 
about  the  place  did  not  annoy  him.     By  all  means  let 
her  have  them  down  and  feed  them  up;  and  though 
his  slightly  cynical  humour  perceived  that  they  min- 
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TJ^t^i"'  <la«ghter's  love  of  domination  as  weU 
as  moved  her  warm  heart,  he  never  ceased  to  admire 
her  for  havmgsomany  ducks.     He  fell,  indeed,  year 

attS  f".  ^  Ti^-  *"'*  ™°'"« '^^^''^^  a"d  brotherly 
thli-K*^''*^ '"5°^"^" ^'id daughters. treating 
them  with  a  sort  of  whimsical  equality.  When  hi 
went  down  to  Harrow  to  see  Jolly,  he  never  quki 
knew  which  of  them  was  the  elder,  and  would  sit 
eati^  cherries  with  him  out  of  one  paper  bag.  with 
an  affectionate  and  ironical  smile  twisting  up  an  eye- 
brow and  curling  his  lips  a  little.  And  he  was  all 
ways  careful  to  have  money  in  his  pocket,  and  to  be 
modish  in  his  dress,  so  that  his  son  need  not  blush 

,^n,!^;„  J  ^^  *'r«=  8^''^"*  ^"^^^'  but  never 
seemed  to  have  occasion  for  verbal  confidences,  both 

!i"°^  -^^  competitive  self-consciousness  of  For- 
sytes. They  knew  they  would  stand  by  each  other 
m  scrapes  but  there  was  no  need  to  talk  about  it 

h.,/^r?t^  .?  ^'^''f  horror -partly  original  sin. 
but  partly  the  result  of  his  early  immor^ity  — of 
the  moral  attitude.  The  most  he  could  ever  have 
said  to  his  son  would  have  been : 

'  Look  here,  old  man.  don't  forget  you're  a  gertl.'- 
man ;  and  then  have  wondered  whimsically  whether 
*".**  was  not  a  snobbish  sentiment.  The  great 
cricket  match  was  perhaps  the  most  searching  and 
awlward  time  they  annually  went  through  together, 
for  Jolyon  had  been  at  Eton.  They  would  bepartic- 
ularly  careful  dumg  that  match,  continually  say- 
ing: Hoorayl  Oh  I  hard  luck,  old  man  f '  or 'Hoo- 
ray I  Oh!  bad  luck.  Dad  I'  to  each  other,  when 
some  disaster  at  which  their  hearts  bounded  hap- 
pened to  the  opposing  school.  And  Jolyon  wouU 
wear  a  grey  top  hat,  instead  of  his  usual  soft  one,  to 
save  his  son's  feelings,  for  a  black  top  hat  he  couH 
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not  stomach.  When  Jolly  went  up  to  Oxford,  Jol- 
yon  went  up  with  him,  amused,  humble,  and  a  little 
anxious  not  to  discredit  his  boy  amongst  all  these 
youths  who  seemed  so  much  more  assured  and  old 
than  himself.  He  often  thought,  'Glad  I'm  a 
painter ' —  for  he  had  long  dropped  under-writing 
at  Lloyds  —  'it's  so  innocuous.  You  can't  look 
down  on  a  painter  —  you  can't  take  him  seriously 
enough.'  For  Jolly,  who  had  a  sort  of  natural  lord- 
liness, had  passed  at  once  into  a  very  small  set,  who 
secretly  amused  his  father.  The  boy  had  fair  hair 
which  curled  a  little,  and  his  grandfather's  deep-set 
iron-grey  eyes.  He  was  well-built  and  very  up- 
right, and  always  pleased  Jolyon's  xsthetic  sense, 
so  that  he  was  a  tiny  bit  afraid  of  him,  as  artists 
ever  are  of  those  of  their  own  sex  whom  they  admire 
physically.  On  that  occasion,  however,  he  actually 
did  screw  up  his  courage  to  give  his  son  advice,  and 
this  was  it : 

"  Look  here,  old  man,  you're  bound  to  get  into 
debt ;  mind  you  come  to  me  at  once.  Of  course,  I'll 
always  pay  them.  But  you  might  remember  that 
one  respects  oneself  more  afterwards  if  one  pays 
one's  own  way.  And  don't  ever  borrow,  except 
from  me,  will  you?" 

And  Jolly  had  said : 

"  All  right,  Dad,  I  won't,"  and  he  never  had. 

"  And  there's  just  one  other  thing.  I  don't  know 
much  about  morality  and  that,  but  there  is  this:  It's 
always  worth  while  before  you  do  anything  to  con- 
sider whether  it's  going  to  hurt  another  person  more 
than  is  absolutely  necessary." 

Jolly  had  looked  thoughtful,  and  nodded,  and 
presently  had  squeezed  his  father's  hand.  And  Jol- 
yon  had  thought : '  I  wonder  if  I  had  the  right  to  say 
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tiiat?'    He  always  had  a  sort  of  dread  of  losinp  the 

I^tl7t  ^°^r^'  *''=  ^^^  '°«t  h'^  o^n  father's, 
fove  at  ^ZJi-  ^'^  "°*^*°8:  between  them  but 
d™L  f^.^u  *^'**"^*-  *^<=  under-estimated,  no 
doubt  the  change  m  the  spirit  of  the  age  since  he 
himself  went  up  to  Cambridge  in  '66;  aid  Sap! 

standing  that  he  was  tolerant  to  the  very  bone     It 

which  ever  made  his  relations  towards  Tune  so 
queerly  defensive.  She  was  such  a  decided  mS^l° 
knew  her  own  mind  so  terribly  well ;  wanted  thS 
so  inexorably  until  she  got  th«ii  _  and  then  indS? 

hadb<i;:^KJr  1!''^  ^  !!°*  P^*^*-  H -  moS 
Nnt  th!?  '*e;hat,  whence  had  come  all  those  tears. 
Not  that  his  mcompatibility  with  his  daughter  was 
anything  h-ke  what  it  had  been  with  the  Surl 

dauehtcr  was  concerned ;  in  a  wife's  case  one  could 

Snathir'^^M  ToseeJunesetherh,Sk^^dl^S 
on  a  thing  until  she  got  it  was  all  rieht  because  it 
was  never  anything  wYich  interfered  Sn'dSS"Sty 
with  Jolyon's  liberty -the  one  thing  on  which  hJk 

inir?Lf  ri''"'"-*''^^  "?■'''  «  considera^Maw! 
under  that  short  grizzling  beard.    Nor  was  there 

te«  ^o';,"'''^'^  ^°u^  '■^^  heart-to-heart  iiSn! 
ters     One  could  break  away  into  iro-.y  —  as  indeed 

fh?/*r  W°-  ^"*  *•=  '^^  t--^""'  '"'th  June  w2 
that  she  had  never  appealed  to  his  esthetic  seni 

in^fi-'''^""^''*^'^"^^'  ^'^  her  red-gold  hS 
BSsirL.'?^n"r°'Ti;r^  *?'^'  ^"^  ^^at  toufh  of  the 
^serker  ^  her  spirit,    ft  was  very  different  with 

SS'i'^**  ^nd  quiet,  shy  and  affertionate.  wi^h  a 
playful  imp  in  her  somewhere.    He  watched  thfa 
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younger  daughter  of  his  through  the  duckling  stage 
with  extraordinary  interest.  Would  she  come  out 
a  swan?  With  her  sallow  oval  face  and  her  grey 
wistful  eyes  and  those  long  dark  lashes,  she  might, 
or  she  might  not.  Only  this  last  year  had  he  been 
able  to  guess.  Yes,  she  would  be  a  swan  —  rather 
a  dark  ne,  always  a  shy  one,  but  an  authentic  swaa 
She  was  eighteen  now,  and  Mademoiselle  Beauce 
was  gone — the  excellent  lady  had  removed,  after 
eleven  years  haunted  by  her  continuous  reminis- 
cences of  the  •  well-brrred  little  Tayleurs,'  to  another 
family  whose  bosom  would  now  be  agitated  by  her 
reminiscences  of  the  'well-brrred  little  Forsytes.' 
She  had  taught  Holly  to  speak  French  like  herself. 
Portraiture  was  not  Jolyon's  forte,  but  he  had  al- 
ready drawn  his  younger  daughter  three  times,  and 
was  drawing  her  a  fourth,  on  the  afternoon  of  Oc- 
tober 4th,  1899,  when  a  card  was  brought  to  him 
which  caused  his  eyebrows  to  go  up: 


MR.  SOAMES  FORSYTE 


Tm  Smm, 

ILuiXDraMAM. 


K'Cini, 
9r.  jAHul 


But  here  the  Forsyte  Saga  must  digress 
agaia  ... 

To  return  from  a  long  travel  in  Spain  to  a  dark- 
ened house,  to  a  little  daughter  bewildered  with 
tears,  to  the  sight  of  a  lovco  father  lying  peaceful 
in  his  last  sleep,  had  never  been,  was  never  likely 
to  be,  forgotten  by  so  impressionable  and  warm- 
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hearted  a  man  as  Jolyon.  A  sense  as  of  mystery 
too.  dung  to  that  sad  day,  and  about  the  end  of  one 
whose  life  had  been  so  well-ordered,  balanced,  and 

rJ^M  ".^^'l:    ^*  '*^^^  incredible  that  his  father 
could  thus  have  vanished  without,  as  it  were,  an- 
nouncmg  his  mtention,  without  last  words  to  his 
son,  and  due  farewells.     And  those  incoherent  al- 
lusions of  little  Holly  to '  the  lady  in  grey,'  of  Made- 
moiselle  Beauce   to   a    Madame   Errant    (as   it 
sounded)  involved  all  things  in  a  mist,  lifted  a  little 
when  he  read  his  father's  will  and  the  codicil  thereto 
It  had  been  his  duty  as  executor  of  that  will  and 
codicil  to  inform  Irene,  wife  of  his  cousin  Soames, 
of  her  ife  interest  in  fifteen  thousand  pounds.     He 
had  called  on  her  to  explain  that  the  existing  in- 
vestment in  India  Stdck,  ear-marked  to  meet  the 
charge  would  produce  for  her  the  interesting  net 
sum  of  £430  odd  a  year,  clear  of  Income  Tax. 
This  was  but  the  third  time  he  had  seen  his  cousin 
boames  wife— if  indeed  she  was  still  his  wife,  of 
which  he  was  not  quite  sure.     He  remembered  hav- 
ing seen  her  sitting  in  the  Botanical  Gardens  wait- 
ing for  Bosinney— a  passive,  fascinating  fimre 
reminding  him  of  Titian's  'Heavenly  Love.'  and 
apin,  when  charged  by  his  father,  he  had  gone  to 
Montpeher  Square  on  the  afternoon  when  Bosin- 
ney s  death  was  known.     He  still  recalled  vividly 
her  sudden  appearance  in  the  drawing-room  door- 
way on  that  occasion  —  her  beautiful  face,  passing 
trom  wild  eagerness  of  hope  to  stony  despair-  re- 
membered the  compassion  he  had  felt,  Soames' 
snarling  smile,  his  words,  'We  are  not  at  home' 
and  the  slam  of  the  front  door.  ' 

This  third  time  he  saw  a  face  and  form  more 
beautiful  — freed  from  that  warp  of  wild  hope  and 
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despair.  Looking  at  her,  he  thought:  'Yes,  you 
are  just  what  the  dad  would  have  admired ! '  And 
the  strange  story  of  his  father's  Indian  summer  be- 
came slowly  dear  to  him.  She  spoke  of  old  Jolyon 
with  reverence  and  tears  in  her  eyes.  "  He  was  so 
wonderfully  kind  to  me;  I  don't  know  why.  He 
looked  so  beautiful  and  peaceful  sitting  in  that  chair 
under  the  tree ;  it  was  I  who  first  came  on  him  sit- 
ting there,  you  know.  Such  a  lovely  day.  I  don't 
think  an  end  could  have  been  happier.  We  should 
all  like  to  go  out  like  that." 

'Quite  right!'  he  had  thought.  'We  should  all 
like  to  go  out  in  full  summer  with  beauty  stepping 
towards  us  across  a  lawn.' 

And  looking  round  the  little,  almost  empty  draw- 
ing-room, he  had  asked  her  what  she  was  going  to 
do  now.  "  I  am  going  to  live  again  a  little.  Cousin 
Jolyon.  It's  wonderful  to  have  money  of  one's 
own.  I've  never  had  any.  I  shall  keep  this  flat, 
I  think;  I'm  used  to  it;  but  I  shall  be  able  to  go  to 
Italy." 

"Exactly!"  Jolyon  had  murmured,  looking  at 
her  faintly  smiling  lips;  and  he  had  gone  away 
thinking:  'A  fascinating  woman!  What  a  waste  I 
I'm  glad  the  dad  left  her  that  money.  He  had  not 
seen  her  again,  but  every  quarter  he  had  signed  her 
cheque,  forwarding  it  to  her  bank,  with  a  note  to 
the  Chelsea  flat  to  say  that  he  had  done  so;  and  al- 
ways he  had  received  a  note  in  acknowledgment, 
generally  from  the  flat,  but  sometimes  from  Italy; 
so  that  her  personality  had  become  embodied  in 
slightly  scented  grey  paper,  an  upright  fine  hand- 
writing, and  the  words,  'Dear  Cousin  Jolyon.' 
Man  of  property  that  he  now  was,  the  slender 
cheque  he  signed  often  gave  rise  to  the  thought: 


■:,-feji: 
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At  first  Holly  l^adsi^keno^h.^^'^i^'^^^^ 
'ladies  in  er/v'  soon^ar  *     ''er  sometimes,  but 

aSallu  oa  'SS'oS'  SSrA'}^^  '''^^■ 
definitely  ■    "  TW   /     •    '  "^'^'^'  *'*<^  J*"*:  spoken 

Po  you  remember  "the  ladv  in  c^rpv' tf^r^'   a 
to  give  you  music-lessons?  "^      ^   ^'  ''^°  "*«* 
- "  O'''  y^'  why  ?    Has  she  come  ?  " 

lor  ine  one  and  owned  and  occumVH  liv  ♦»,-  «*i. 
was  marked  by  subtle  deSn^Xs  b^nt'A'' 
hSwiS'?T,v?„~^*f.'i*l.   'Ha"he-"e*a£ 
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stood  negligently  scrutinising  this  'bearded  pard' 
^^i"?***""  ****  ***'■''•  thick  eyelashes. 

«™  «  P  ^^i  ^^'■*'*^'"  «*'**  Soames,  "my  sister's 
son  He  s  just  going  up  to  Oxford.  I  thought  I'd 
like  him  to  know  your  boy." 

"^  r^'.5"  ^°\!Z\f/^  ***y-    What  college?" 
B.N.C.,"  replied  Val. 

"Jolly's  at  the  'House,'  but  he'll  be  delighted  to 
look  you  up. 

"  Thanks,  awfully." 

"Holly's  in— if  you  could  put  up  with  a  female 
relation,  she  d  show  you  round.  You'll  find  her  in 
the  hall  if  you  go  through  the  curtains.  I  was  just 
painting  her.  ^ 

With  another  "  Thanks,  awfully  I "  Val  vanished, 
leaving  the  two  cousins  with  the  ice  unbroken 

.?f*  ^.^^y^  ^o'"^  drawings  at  the  'Water  Col- 
ours,'   said  Soames. 

Jolyon  winced.    He  had  been  out  of  touch  with 

the  Forsyte  family  at  large  for  twenty-six  years, 

but  they  were  connected  in  his  mind  with  Frith's 

Derby  Day  and  Landseer  prints.  He  had  heard 
irom  June  that  Soames  was  a  connoisseur,  which 
made  it  worse.  He  had  become  aware,  too,  of  a 
curious  sensation  of  repugnance. 

"  JMr"'*  ^^^  y°"  ^°^  *  >o"&  t'lne,"  he  said. 
^    Wo,   answered  Soames  between  close  lips,  "not 
since— as  a  matter  of  fact,  it's  about  that  I've 
come.     You're  her  trustee,  I'm  told." 

Jolyon  nodded. 

"Twelve  years  is  a  long  time,"  said  Soames 
rapidly:  "I  —  I'm  tired  of  it." 

Jolyon  found  no  more  nnnropriatc  ""swer  than: 
Wont  you  smoke?" 

"No,  thanks." 
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Jolycm  himself  lit  a  cigarette. 

"  T  I^V°  H^".?'"  ^^  Soames  abruptly. 
iJe S his'cTga'Ste."""""-^  J°'^°"  "^''^  '"^^ 
.    "But  you  know  where  she  lives,  I  suppose?" 
di°i^°'?  "°d,^«=d-     He  did  not  mean  to^^er  ad- 
vtehirfhtghr""'"'""-    SoamesseS^edlo^t 

"  Roti.f''*"?  "?•    ^  ^^"t  a  divorce." 
"  V     "  *"    ^ '"  ^''^  ^'^y-  'sn't  it  ?  " 

"I  d^n'f  l?^"*''- r.  ^?**  *^*^''*^  w^  a  silence. 
]«cf  T'  i  ^^"^  T**  *l»"t  these  things— at 
kast,  I  ve  forgotten,"  said  Jolyon  with  a  wrvsmilt 
He  bmself  had  had  to  wait  for  dea  h  to  Snt"t" 
a  divorce  from  the  first  Mrs.  Jolyon  "Do  v^ 
wish  me  to  see  her  about  it  ?  "  ^ 

"  r.??f  '■^'!?^  ''i^  ^^y"  *°  h's  cousin's  face. 
I  suppose  there's  someone,"  he  said. 

«  T  j™F  ^°^^  Jolyon's  shoulders. 
Wh  1-  ii*  ^2\at  all.    I  imagine  you  may  have 
Jh*e  22s??  '^  *^  "'•'^  ^'^'-^  d^^<'-    It's  Sualln 

Soam«s  turned  to  the  window.  A  few  earlv 
fallen  oak-leaves  strewed  the  terrace  alreSyTnd 
were  rolling  round  in  the  wind.  Jolyon  S  the 
figures  of  Holly  and  Val  Dartie  movinTac^rs  thi 
n°T"^'  **><=  ^*»"es.  'I'm  not  gfing  to  m^ 
TiSf  hare  and  hunt  with  the  hounds/hJ  though 
tha^  An  1  r  ^^'-  J^^  ^'"^  ^°"'d  have  wished 

|u;?f&:i^tiras:cfeisci 
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"«  ^K.  ^^^}^"  ""^  *°"<'  °'  *'«'■'"  he  said  quietiy. 
Why  he  should  have  been  I  don't  know" 
boames  answered  without  looking  round.  "She 
brought  trouble  to  your  daughter  June;  she  brought 
trouble  to  everyone.  I  gave  her  all  she  wanted.  I 
vrould  have  given  her  even  —  forgiveness  —  but 
she  chose  to  leave  me." 

In  Jolyon  compassion  was  checked  by  the  tone  of 
that  close  voice.  What  was  there  in  the  fellow  that 
made  it  so  difficult  to  be  sorry  for  him  ? 

"  I  can  go  and  see  her,  if  you  like,"'he  said.  "  I 
suppose  she  might  be  glad  of  a  divorce,  but  I  know 
nothing. 

Soames  nodded. 

"  Yes,  please  go.  As  I  say,  I  know  her  address : 
but  I  ve  no  wish  to  see  her."  His  tongue  was  busy 
with  his  hps,  as  if  they  were  very  dry. 

"You'll  have  some  tea?"  said  Jolyon,  stifling  the 
words:  And  see  the  house.'  And  he  led  the  way 
into  the  hall.  When  he  had  rung  the  bell  and  or- 
dered tea,  he  went  to  his  easel  to  turn  his  drawing 
to  the  wall  He  could  not  bear,  somehow,  that  his 
work  should  be  seen  by  Soames,  who  was  standing 
there  m  the  middle  of  the  great  room  which  had 
been  designed  expressly  to  afford  wall  space  for  his 
own  pictures.  In  his  cousin's  face,  with  its  unseiz- 
able  family  likeness  to  himself,  and  its  chinny,  nar- 
row, concentrated  look,  Jolyon  saw  that  which 
moved  him  to  the  thought:  'That  chap  could  never 
forget  anything— nor  ever  give  himself  away. 
He's  pathetic!'  ^ 


CHAPTER  VII 

THE  COLT  AND  THE  FILLY 

When  young  Val  left  the  presence  of  the  last  gcn- 
erati  i  he  was  thinking : '  This  is  jolly  dull  I  Uncle 
f.'J^ri?.  **?f«  |?^«  the  bun.  I  wonder  what  this 
fally  s  like?  He  anticipated  no  pleasure  from  her 
society;  and  suddenly  he  saw  her  standing  there 
luS"^  **  ^•™-    Why,  she  was  pretty!    What 

"  I'm  afraid  you  don't  know  me,"  he  said.     "  My 

names  Val  Dartie I'm  once  removed,  second 

cousin,  something  like  that,  you  know.  My 
mother  s  name  was  Forsyte." 

Holly,  whose  slim  brown  hand  remained  in  his 
because  she  was  too  shy  to  withdraw  it,  said: 

I  don't  know  any  of  my  relations.    Are  there 
many?" 

"Tons.  They're  awful  — most  of  them.  At 
least,  I  don't  know  — some  of  them.  One's  rela- 
tions always  are,  aren't  they?  "  ■ 

« I  ^^^,  *^y  *''''*  <'"«  awful  too,"  said  Holly. 
I  don  t  know  why  they  should  No  one  could 
think  you  awful,  of  course." 

Holly  looked  at  him  — the  wistful  candour  in 
those  grey  eyes  gave  young  Val  a  sudden  feeling 
that  he  must  protect  her.  . 

"  I  mean  there  are  people  and  people,"  he  added 
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astutely.    "  Your  dad  looks  awfully  decent,  for 
instance. 

A ^J^  ^" ' "  ^'^  ^°^y  fervently;'"  he  is  " 

A  flush  mounted  in  Val's  cheeks  —  that  scene  in 
the  Pandemonium  promenade  —  the  dark  man  with 
the  pmk  carnation  developing  into  his        ■  father  I 

But  you  know  what  tiie  Forsytes  are,'  1-  said  h5- 
most  viciously.     "  Oh !  I  forgot;  yoi;   Jo  j.  " 

"What  are  they?" 

T  " P\Kt^^!^^^^y  careful;  not  spo  r.n.en  ,  Lit. 
Look  at  Uncle  Soames ! " 

"  I'd  like  to,"  said  Holly. 
..  Xu^  "sisted  a  desire  to  run  his  arrr-  t^'-.^I,^h  ne  s. 

Oh  no,  he  said,  "let's  go  out.  You'll  ^ee  .:ni 
qurte  soon  enough.    What's  your  brothei  l-vt  ? " 

Holly  led  the  way  on  to  the  terrace  and  down  to 
the  lawn  without  answering.  How  describe  Jolly, 
who,  ever  since  she  remembered  anything,  had  been 
her  lord,  master,  and  ideal?  J'       s.        "ccn 

L  '\P?^\  **'  *'*  °"  y°"  '  "  s^i^  Val  shrewdly.  "  I 
shall  be  knowing  him  at  Oxford.  Have  you  eat 
any  horses?"  '      * 

Holly  nodded  "Would  you  like  to  see  the 
stables  ? 

"Rather!" 

They  passed  under  the  oak-tree,  through  a  thin 
shrubbery,  into  the  stable-yard.  There  under  a 
clock  tower  lay  a  fluffy  brown-and-white  dog,  so 
old  that  he  did  not  get  up,  but  faintly  waved  the  tail 
curled  over  his  back. 

"-That's  Balthasar,"  said  Holly;  "he's  so  old  — 
awfully  old.  nearly  as  old  as  I  am.  Poor  old  boy  I 
He's  devpted  to  dad."  ^ 

"Balthasar!  That's  a  rum  name.  He  isn't 
pure-bred,  you  know." 


"mf-t^w 
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"No I  but  he's  a  darling,"  and  she  bent  down  to 
stroke  the  dog.  Gentle  and  supple,  with  dark  un- 
covered head  and  slim  browned  neck  and  hands,  she 
seem^  to  Val  strange  and  sweet,  like  a  thing 

S'^J^**'*"  ^'™  *"^  aU  previous  knowledge. 
When    grandfather    died,"    she    said,    "he 
WOTldn  t  eat  for  two  days.    He  saw  him  die,  you 

"Was  that  old  Uncle  Jolyon?  Mother  always 
says  he  was  a  topper." 

"He  was,"  said  Holly  simply,  and  opened  the 
stable  door. 

In  a  loose-box  stood  a  silver  roan  of  about  fifteen 
hands,  with  a  long  black  tail  and  mane.  "  This  is 
mme  —  Fairy." 

"Ah!"  said  Val,  "she's  a  jolly  palfrey.  But 
you  ought  to  bang  her  tail.  She'd  look  much 
smarter."  Then  catching  her  wondering  look,  he 
thought  suddenly:  'I  don't  know  —  anything  she 
lites  I  And  he  took  a  long  sniff  of  the  stable  air. 
Horses  are  ripping,  aren't  they  ?  My  dad  —  "  he 
stopped. 
"Yes?  "said  Holly. 

An  impulse  to  unbosom  himself  almost  overcame 
him  —  but  not  quite.  "  Oh !  I  don't  know  —  he's 
often  gone  a  mucker  over  them.  I'm  jolly  keen  on 
them  too  —  riding  and  hunting.  I  like  racing  aw- 
fully, as  well ;  rshtmld  like  to  be  a  gentleman  rider." 
And  oblivious  of  the  fact  that  he  had  but  one  more 
day  in  town,  with  two  engagements,  he  plumped 
out: 

"  I  say,  if  I  hire  a  gee  to-morrow,  will  you  come  a 
ride  in  Richmond  Park?" 
HoMy  clasped  her  hands. 
"Oh  yes!    I  simply  love  riding.     But  there's 
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Val  looked  doubtfully  at  his  trousered  lees.  He 
had  imagined  them  immaculate  before  her  eyes  in 
high  brown  boots  and  Bedford  cords 

"  h;  1°"wT'^.  '*^  ""^'"8^  ^'s  *'0"e,"  he  said. 

He  mightn't  like  it.     Besides,  Uncle  Soames 

;:f"^  to  Setback  I  expect.    Not'tha"l  beSSJ^S 

»^^n"i^".,"'*"  *°  \""'^P"  ""^o^-  You  haven't  got 
an  uncle,  have  you  ?  This  is  rather  a  good  beast  " 
he  added,  scrutinising  Jolly's  horse,  a  dark  browi. 
which  was  showing  the  whites  of  its  eyes.  "  Yoii 
haven  t  got  any  hunting  here,  I  suppose  ?  " 

No;  I  don't  know  that  I  want  to  hunt.    It  must 

motjune"?''*'"'^^''  ''^'-  "°'"  «^^*'»  ^»  r«t- 
«iJ'  ^?^  ""**"■  r  "2?  *«»'f-s«ter.  you  know  —  much 

cltU^f"  rf/  u^'''  ^^^  P"*  ''^  •'^n^'^  "P  to  both 
cheeks  of  Jolly's  horse,  and  was  rubbing  her  nose 

a^nst  Its  nose  with  a  gentle  snuffling  noise  which 

seemed  to  have  an  hypnotic  effect  on  the  animal. 

Val  contemplated  her  cheek  resting  against  the 

'  Sh1%%«?f'  ""a  H^'i^^u  &'«a™ing  round  at  him. 
bhe  s  really  a  duck,'  he  thought. 

1   ""JT?.  ."turned  to  the  house  less  talkative,  fol- 
lowed this  time  by  the  dog  Balthasar,  walking  more 
slowly  than  anything  on  earth,  and  clearly  «pect- 
ing  them  not  to  exceed  his  speed  limit 
♦K.      ilV  *  "pping  place,"  said  Val  from  under 

St  «,Vfl'"'  1^"^  *'"y  '^^  P*"*^^  to  a'low  the 
a(^  calthasar  to  come  up. 

want  to  go  everywhere.    I  wish  I  were  a  gipsy." 
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._  Yes,  gjsita  are  jolly,"  replied  Val,  with  a  con- 
viction which  had  just  come  to  him;  "  you're  rather 
J?ke  one,  you  know." 

Holly's  face  shone  suddenly  and  deeply,  like  dark 
leaves  gilded  by  the  sun. 

"  '^9 .  SO  mad-rabbiting  everywhere  and  see 
everything,  and  live  in  the  open  — oh  1  wouldn't  it 
he  fun?" 

"Let's  do  it,"  said  Val. 

"Oh yes,  let's!" 

"  It'd  be  grand  sport,  just  you  and  I." 

Thai  Holly  perceived  the  quaintness  and  flushed 
Well,  we've  got  to  do  it,"  said  Val  obstinately, 
but  reddening  too.    "  I  believe  in  doing  things  you 
want  to  do.    What's  down  there?" 
_ "  The  kitchen-garden,  and  the  pond  and  the  cop- 
pice, and  the  farm." 

"Let's  go  down!" 

Holly  glanced  back  at  the  house. 

"It's  tea-time,  I  expect ;  there's  dad  beckoning." 

Val,  uttering  a  growly  sound,  followed  her 
towards  the  house. 

When  they  re-entered  the  hall  gallery  the  sight 
of  two  middle-aged  Forsytes  drinking  tea  together 
had  Its  magical  effect,  and  they  became  quite  silent. 
It  was,  indeed,  an  impressive  spectacle.  The  two 
were  seated  side  by  side  on  an  arrangement  in  mar- 
queterie  which  looked  like  three  silvery  pink  chairs 
made  one,  with  a  low  tea-table  in  front  of  them. 
They  seemed  to  have  taken  up  that  position,  as  far 
apart  as  the  seat  would  permit,  so  that  they  need 
not  look  at  each  other  too  much ;  and  they  were  eat- 
MW  and  drinking  rather  than  talking  —  Soames 
with  his  air  of  despising  the  tea-cake  as  it  disap- 
peared, Jolyon  of  finding  himself  slightly  amuaing. 
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I^Ji"^ u^^^L^^"  ""**'"'  ^°"W  have  seemed 
greedy,  but  both  were  getting  through  a  good  deal 

supphed  with  food,  the  process  went  on  silent  and 
absorbative  till,  with  he  advent  of  cigarettes.  Jol- 
yonsaidtoSoames:  ^    «=  ica,  jox 

"  And  how's  Uncle  James  ?  " 

]'  Thanks,  very  shaky." 

"We're  a  wonderful  family,  aren't  we?  The 
other  day  I  was  calculating  the  average  age  of  the 
ten  old  Forsytes  from  my  father's  family  Bible  I 
make  it  eighty-four  already,  and  five  still  living. 
They  ought  to  beat  the  record;"  and  looking  whim- 
aically  at  Soames,  he  added:  "  We  aren't  the  men 
they  were,  you  know." 

Soames  smiled.  'Do  you  really  think  I  shall 
admit  that  I  m  not  their  equal,'  he  seemed  to  be  say- 
ing,^ or  that  I  ve  got  to  give  up  anything,  especially 

tJ^*""^*^  ''Tr  *°  *^'''■  '^'  perhaps,"  pursued 
jolyon,  but  self-consciousness  is  a  handicap,  you 
know,  and  that's  the  difference  between  us.  We've 
conviction.  How  and  when  seif-consciousness  was 
born  I  never  can  make  out.  My  father  had  a  little. 
but  I  don  t  believe  any  other  of  the  old  Forsytes  ever 
had  a  scrap.  Never  to  see  yourself  as  others  see 
you.  It  s  a  wonderful  preservative.  The  whole  his- 
tory of  the  last  century  is  in  the  difference  between 
us.  And  between  us  and  you,"  he  added,  gazing 
through  a  ring  of  smoke  at  Val  and  Holly,  uncom- 
fortable under  his  quizzical  regard,  "there'll  be  — 
another  difference.    I  wonder  what." 

Soames  took  out  his  watch. 

"  ^'  ™"'*  S°'"  he  said,  "  if  we're  to  catch  our 
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"'  0?^  fS,'  II  ^°r"  ""»"«■!  simply, 
pwpledo"  ^°"''     «"■»'"«'  Val,   "'other 

"threfo'cS     nr  '.rr"°"'"  '«  «l>i»P«re(l; 

mean  footsteps  on  one's  grave.    A  chillv  wnrM^ 
wonder  wtatshellikemSr  "  ""'  *«"    ' 
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tothesKSivin^SS-'^^l  *^'""^'  *»"*  went 

«nitely  any  fSth  S  tw  ~?-  ""'"<'.''»(  t«  had 
ratner,  an  atmospheric  imoart  HWa  ^  tiL  ^  • 

w^M  h.  »y  ,„  ,Hi,  ^':^i;'^^y-zx 

lud  tJiei,  ™c„  a  ,.ncy  in  the  to  w-edcs  of  his  life? 
n 
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JfT^\^°  "^  ?"*  ^o""  ^^''  thought  Jolyon-  'he 
AnnT  *?"  '"J?'*  ^'"-    2"*  what  i. the S? ' 

ance  and  shrewd  conn  on  sense  of  that  old  Forsyte 

n^fniH  •*'*  ^'^*.^  '*''■«  s*'a<^ow  sitting  there; 

thJ  JL  7  "^iP"-ation  tome,  while  the  fingers  of 

fJ^ncrwinSr  °"  ^''^  '^'•''^"^  P--^f  *»•« 

doi^hrr'lrtei;\'.''\*^°'^C''*v'  °'"  ^^^^  '»««-to  come 
down  here?    What's  her  life  been?    What  is  it 

now,  I  wonder?    Beastly  to  rake  up  things  at  th  s 

\^l^L^l     Agam  the  figure  of  his  cousin  stand- 

?fn^  ^  ^  ^."^  on  f  f  "-ont  loor  of  a  fine  olive-green 

iashioned  clodcs  when  the  hour  strikes:  and  his 

chime:  I  manage  my  own  aflFairs.  I've  told  you 
once,  I  tell  you  again:  We  are  not  at  home.'  The 
r^ugnance  he  had  then  felt  for  Soames  -  for  his 

gedness  for  his  spare,  square,  sleek  figure  slighdy 
crouched  as  it  were  over  the  bone  he  could  nrtdi^ 
gest  —  came  now  again,  fresh  as  ever,  nay,  with  an 
odd  increase.  '  I  dislike  him,'  he  thiight,  '  I  diV 
Ike  him  to  the  very  roots  of  me.  And  that's  lucky ; 
It  II  make  it  easier  for  me  to  back  his  wife  '  Half- 
artist  and  half-Forsyte,  Jolyon  was  constitutionally 
averse  from  what  he  termed  '  ructions  ';  unless  an- 
pred,  he  conformed  deeply  to  that  classic  descrip- 
A°rJ?  the  she-dog,  '  Er'd  rather  ran  than  fight/ 
A  little  smile  became  settled  in  his  beard.  Ironical 
that  Soames  should  come  down  here  — to  this 
house,  built  for  himself!  How  he  had  gazed  and 
gaped  at  this  rain  of  his  past  intention;  furtively 
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£!If  V^A  ^"^l^and  stairway,  appraising  every- 
toe  fellow  even  now  wouW  like  to  be  living  here 

o^nl^l  W^u'i^''''?^  ^°"8^'"«^  *°^  *hat  he  once 
owned!  Well,  I  must  act,  somehow  or  other:  but 
It  s  a  bore  —  a  great  bore.' 

,cC^'^  J¥*  «v"»n&  he  wrote  to  the  Chelsea  flat, 
asking  if  Irene  would  see  him.  ' 

The  old  cratury  which  had  seen  the  plant  of  in- 
dividualism flower  so  wonderfully  was  ^ting  in  a 

fZ^A^'^t  'L'*^ ,''°™'"&  **°™s-  Rumours  of  war 
d^lf°/i,  *"  ^"^J^ess  of  a  London  turbulent  at  the 
Tn^.^    ^  ^"'"'°''''  ^o'"Jays.    And  the  streets  to 

S,vA^-  *°  t'^^se  "ew  motor-cars  and  cabs,  of 
which  he  disapproved  asthetically.     He  counted 

S^/^i'^if  ^™'"  ^'^  ^^^"'  »"<»  n»de  the  pro- 

E^  oi^.  */"""  °"*= ""  ^''.^"^y-    '  They  were  one  in 

JJ  7^»^  "t  ^Z"'  ^^°'L''*  *^°"8*»t;  tl'ey've  come 
to  stay.     Just  so  much  more  rattling  round  of 

rather  rare  Liberals  who  object  to  anything  new 
wh«a  It  takes  a  material  form;  and  he  ins"™S 
his  driwr  to  get  down  to  the  river  quickly,  out  of 
Oie  traffic,  desiring  to  look  at  the  water  through  the 
meUowing  screen  of  plane-trees.  At  the  little  block 
of  flats  which  stood  back  some  fifty  yards  from  the 

up  to  the  first  floor. 

Yes,  Mrs.  Heron  was  at  home  f 

The  effect  of  a  settled  if  very  modest  income  was 
at  once  apparent  to  him  remembering  the  threadbare 
refinement  m  that  tiny  flat  eight  years  ago  when  he 
announced  her  good  fortune.  Everything  was  now 
fresh,  daintv.  anrf  smell*-!  of  fl-,^.-,-      t?"  . 


'mRi^\ 


^.m^^gm^mm 


78 


IN  CHANCERY 


effect  was  silvery  with  touches  of  black,  hydraneea 

thought.  Tune  had  dealt  gently  with  Jolyon  for  he 
^""d^f  ^''.'^f  •  ^"*  *'*'•  Irene  Time  harS^seemed 
Inif  Jl^'lr-or  such  was  his  impression.  She 
app<iared  to  h,m  not  a  day  older,  standing  S^er?in 

httle  sSile  '  outstretched  hand  and  a 

"  Won't  you  sit  down  ?  " 

"  A  ^  ^°°\  absolutely  unchanged."  he  said. 

And  you  look  younger.  Cousin  Jolyon." 
Totyon  ran  his  hands  through  his  hair,  whose 
thickness  was  still  a  comfort  to  him. 

thiniTK^T""'- '.?'"*  ?  ^°"'*  **=«1  't-    That's  one 
thing  about  painting,  it  keeps  you  young.     Titian 

iTr^  off  "'^^-"T'  «"d  h^td'have  plafue  toS 

itooughtof  apicturebyhim?" 
«  When  did  you  see  me  for  the  first  time?  " 
In  the  Botanical  Gardens." 

bef  oS"?"^'  ^^  ^°"  ^""^  "'''  '^  ^°"'*'  "•'''*'■  *<=«"  ™« 
"  By  someone  who  came  up  to  you."    He  was 

looking  at  her  hardily,  but  her  face  did  not  chaiS! 

and  she  said  quietly :  *  ' 

"  Yes;  many  lives  ago." 
','.  ^*t  ■*  y°'*''  '■^'Pe  for  youth,  Irene?  " 

served"       *''°  ^°"'*  '**'^  **"*  wonderfully  pre- 

uJTH*/  '"'"•''■  ""••=  "^y*"/'  P«0P'«  ''ho  don't 
liver  It  was  an  opening,  and  he  took  it.  "You  re- 
member my  Cousin  Soames  ?  " 
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«t  ?n!.f  *  ^f"  ™'^.^'°*'y  at  that  whimsicality,  and 
!!S  "^^^  2"  ■  "*=  '^^^^  t°  see  me  the  day  Before 
y'f.lS^y'  He  wants  a  divorce.  Do  you?" 
«  A/fl  *  I  *°''d  seemed  startled  out  of  her. 
be^diffi^ir;'^'"''"'  It's  ratherlate.  Won't  it 
Jolyon  looked  hard  into  her  face.     "  Unless  —  " 

JIC  SaIQ* 

had  Jie  "nee."'"'  ^  '°"^^  "°"-    ^"*  ^  ^-«=  "-- 

th-U?''*  ^i  ^'  *iS*lH*^«  simplicity  and  candour  of 
those  words?  Relief,  surprise,  pity!  Venus  for 
twelve  years  without  a  lover!  »c"us  lor 

«Jli^"**i%*'il*'l  ^^''^  ",^  *"PP°se  yo"  would  give  a 
good  deal  to  be  free,  too?"  s    «=• 

« 1**??^  '™°^-     W'**  <loes  it  matter,  now  ?  " 
„  f  "t «  you  were  to  love  again  ?  " 

.«Jj'l°"'*'  '°'"'",.  ^",  ^'^a*  ''"P'«  answer  she 
seemed  to  sum  up  the  whole  philosophy  of  one  on 
whom  the  world  had  turned  its  back. 

o-  *  u" '  r.  ?,*  ^''^^  anything  you  would  like  me  to 
say  to  nim  r 

"  Only  that  I'm  sorry  he's  not  free.     He  had  his 
chance  once.    I  don't  know  why  he  didn't  take  it  " 
♦t,;„™*^"t2'*'  ^^.*  Forsyte;  we  never  part  with 
things,  you  know,  unless  we  want  something  in  their 
place;  and  not  always  then." 

Irene  smiled.     "  Don't  you,  Cousin  Jolyon  ?  —  I 
thmkyoudo. 

"  Of  course,  I'm  a  bit  of  a  mongrel  —  not  quite  a 
pure  Forsyte.     I  never  take  the  halfpennies  off  my 

^^«f ;.   P"l  ^^^^  °"'"  sa*^  Jo'yo"  uneasily. 

Well,  what  does  Soames  want  in  place  of  me 

"  I  don't  know ;  perhaps  children." 
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She  was  silent  for  a  little,  looking  down. 
Yes,   she  murmured;  "it's  hard.    I  would  help 
nun  to  be  free  if  I  could." 
.  Jolyon  gazed  into  his  hat,  his  embarrassment  was 

TJ'^J^.  ^"*i.f°  '^'"  ^'^,  admiration,  his  wonder, 
and  his  pity.  She  was  so  lovely,  and  so  lonely ;  anr* 
alt^ther  it  was  such  a  coil  I  ." 

fhl  .'"}^.  ^'f  "  I  s'^a"  have  to  see  Soames.  If 
there  s  anything  I  can  do  for  you  I'm  always  at  your 
service.  You  must  think  of  me  as  a  wretched  sub- 
stitute for  my  father.  At  all  events  I'll  let  you 
toiow  what  happens  when  I  speak  to  Soames.  He 
may  supply  the  material  himself." 
She  shook  her  head. 

T  ISS  ??'  l^  ^  \H*°  'OS*  J  and  I  have  nothing. 
I  should  like  him  to  be  free;  but  I  don't  see  what  I 

»ftlr^^Ji?*  i*^*  m^wnt."  said  Jolyon.  and  soon 
u^f  ^  *If  '^."^o  "*  ^"^^  down  to  his  hansom. 
Half-past  three!    Soames  would  be  at  his  office 

Tn'fl^.*^  fi^^^^"  ''S<»"ed  through  the  trap. 
In  front  of  the  Houses  of  Parliament  and  White- 
hsdl.newsvendors  were  calling, '  Grave  situation  in 
the  Transvaal!'  but  the  cries  hardly  roused  him 
absorbed  m  recollection  of  that  very  beautiful  fie- 
ure.  of  her  soft  dark  glance,  and  the  words : '  I  have 
never  had  one  since.^  What  on  earth  did  such  a 
woman  do  with  her  life,  baocvatered  like  this? 
Sohtaiy  unprotected,  with  ^^'tTy  man's  hand 
rt^ui*  •'■  ""■  "^l^^J  ~  "aching  out  to  grasp  her  at 
that  r^    ^^  ^^"  ^  '"  ^*^'"  ^^^  '^'"*  °"  ^'^^ 

The  word  'Poultry'  above  the  passing  citizens 
brought  him  back  to  reality. 
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on'/Sn  f?*"**.""**  *"^  ^°"^^''  '■"  *>'**  letters 
on  a  ground  the  colour  of  peasoup.  spurred  him  to  a 

^rinJ.  ''•.?^'"' ^"'^  ^^  ^ent  up  the  stone  sUirs  mut- 

Sua"n'tdow"?Lt"tSSr?^'"'^'p'''  ^'^"'  - 
wh';  oSd'Se  dSr  ''"^^'^•"  '•=  ""'^  *°  ^^'^  *-y 

"What  name?" 
"  Mr.  Jolyon  Forsyte." 

The  youth  looked  at  him  curiously,  never  havine 
^"*F°«yte  with  a  beard,  and  vanished.  ^ 

1,J  1°^*"^^  1^°"/**'  ^"«**'-<'  a"d  Forsyte' 
had  slowly  absorbed  the  offices  of  'Tooting  and 
Bowles,  and  occupied  the  whole  of  the  first  floor, 
o  ,f.  T.  *=°"«'s*«J  "9W  of  nothing  but  Soames  and 
a  number  of  managing  and  articled  clerks.  The 
complete  retirement  of  James  some  six  years  ago 

«S.5*if*'LT**^.''"''"^**'  *o  *h'<:h  the  final  touch  of 
speed  had  been  imparted  when  Bustard  dropped  off 
worn  out,  as  many  believed,  by  the  suit  of  ^rver 
vers,^  Forsyte,'  more  in  aancery  than  ever  £nd 
less  hkely  to  benefit  its  beneficiaries.  Soames,  wkh 
his  saner  grasp  of  actualities,  had  never  permitted  it 
^-•'^'^  ^S'  °V^^  contrary,  he  hadlong  per- 
w^thl2mi  1'°'^'^'^^  had  presented  him  theSn 
^rV^'"'  "^"  "I  P^'-Petuity,  and  -  why  not  ? 
.  v^"}  I  i!!,°"  *"t«'"«l.  his  cousin  was  drawing  out 
a  list  of  holdings  in  consols,  which  in  view  of  the 

"^ZTrl  ?i  ''^'■hf  wasgoingtoadvisehiscompanies 

ffi.^     '^  "«''1*  ^*  °i"=^'  ^^°'^  other  com^nies 
did  the  same.   He  looked  round,  sidelong,  andlaid : 

wnn'f  Z.?"  Tl  i.-^"?*  °"^  '"'""t^-  Sit  down. 
Tn^LT  I  ^".'^  ''*Y'."8^  ^^""^  three  amounts 
and  set  a  ruler  to  keep  his  place,  he  turr,^  ♦oward^ 
jolyon,  biting  the  side  of  his  flat  fore-fiiiger 
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"Yes?  "he  said. 
"  I  have  seen  her." 
Soames  frowned. 
''WeU?" 

"  She  has  remained  faithful  to  memory." 
Having  said  that  Jolyon  was  ashamed.     His 
cousm  had  flushed  a  dusky  yellowish  red.  What  had 
made  him  tease  the  poor  brute !     "  I  was  to  tell  you 
she  IS  sorry  you  are  not  free.    Twelve  years  is  a 
long  time.     You  know  your  law  better  than  I  do, 
and  what  chance  it  gives  you."     Soames  uttered  a 
curious  httle  grunt,  and  the  two  remained  a  full 
mmute  withort  speaking.    '  Like  wax ! '  thought  Jol- 
yon, watching  that  close  face,  where  the  flush  was 
fast  subsiding.     '  He'll  never  give  me  a  sign  of  what 
he  s  thinking,  or  going  to  do.    Like  wax  I'    And  he 
transferred  his  gaze  to  a  plan  of  that  flourishing 
town,    By-Street  on  Sea,'  the  future  existence  of 
which  lay  exposed  on  the  wall  to  the  possessive  in- 
stincts of  the  firm's  clients.    The  whimsical  thought 
flashed  through  him :  '  I  wonder  if  I  shall  get  a  bill 
of  costs  for  this  —  "  To  attending  Mr.  Jolyon  For- 
syte m  the  matter  of  my  divorce,  to  receiving  his  ac- 
count of  his  visit  to  my  wife,  and  to  advising  him  to 
go  and  see  her  again,  sixteen  and  eightpence." ' 

Suddenly  Soames  said:  "  I  can't  go  on  like  this. 
I  tell  you,  I  can't  go  on  like  this."  His  eyes  were 
shifting  from  side  to  side,  like  an  animal's  when  it 
looks  for  way  of  escape.  '  He  really  suffers,' 
thought  Jolyon;  'I've  no  business  to  forget  that 
just  because  I  don't  like  him.' 

"  Surely,"  he  said  gently,  "  it  lies  with  yourself. 
A  man  can  always  put  these  things  through  if  he'll 
take  it  on  himself." 

Soames  turned  square  to  him,  with  a  sound  which 
seemed  to  come  from  somewhere  very  deep. 
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re^^TKXl^^n-^  ^^'^  ^^^"  ^'-  -ff-ed  al- 
soSZ^*"!!^  only  shrug  his  shoulders.     His  rea 
IZ'^h^^'  '''  '"^^'"^^  «'-"^d;  he  could  no!  have 

est  i  Jher  -  whv".rj*  °"  !^"'"^^'  "  '<^^  ^"  '"ter- 
you  do  [00?  "''^e l^e"Tlt°^''.  ^"^ ^  «"PP°«« 

attTeaCsHSf^^^r"^^^^^ 
could^ish  for.     I  Sed  ff'  ^''  '''''^''^^  '^^ 

shfeitd"'^'';^ris"i??^tT  '.'^  •'?^^-' 

must  be  something  wroni  n  mJ  *t°"e^''  'there 
I'd  mher  be  wron^Sf  iSatT-  ""^^  ''  *•>'"  "' 
«erc^n^S"'Ltt^nr^r^^--ofglu. 

rathlThe'St^oV &^.^^^*^'"  »>»  -><^  <J"'y.  "or 

"°A?:aK'Jh"e^rt s^S*  ?«rt  i°°'^- 
not  so  sure  "  ^**'  "ut  I  am 

Jolyon  got  up.  *"  ^^^• 

;' Good-bye,"  he  said  curtly. 


'   '£'1 


:^'.Xr 


-wm 


*l  IN  CHANCERY 

half-menacing,  on  his  cousin's  face.  He  sought 
Waterloo  Station  in  a  disturbed  frame  of  mind,  as 
though  the  skin  of  his  moral  being  had  been  scraped ; 
and  all  the  way  down  in  the  train  he  thought  of  Irene 
in  her  lonely  flat,  and  of  Soames  in  his  lonely  office, 
and  of  the  strange  paralysis  of  life  that  lay  on  them 
both.  'In  chancery!'  he  thought.  'Both  their 
necks  in  chancery  —  and  hers  so  pretty ! ' 


-■^-»i- 


CHAPTER   IX 

VAL   HEARS  THE   NEWS 

I^L^'^^'^^x  °^  «"&agements  had  not  as  yet  been  a 
conspicuous  feature  in  the  life  of  young  \4l  Dartje 
so  that  when  he  broke  two  and  kept  one,  i?  was  the 
fetter  event  which  caused  him.  if  an^hinf  the 
loWn  WirrVH'S  jogging  back  to  town^from 
Kobm  Hil  after  his  ride  with  Holly.    She  had  been 
even  prettier  than  he  had  thought  her  yesterdav  on 
her  silver-roan,  long-tailed '  palfrey ';  S  it  SS 
to  him  self-critical  in  the  bramous  October  Sm 
IS'sti'.%r '^'J'  °^  ^"^°"'  that  oSy  hif 'Ss 
E     Hef^rt'H'-*  *"'■  *V?-^°"^  companion- 
Ship     He  took  out  his  new  gold  '  hunter '  --Tpres- 

^W  ^fT  7  ^'^.  'ooJ^ed  not  at  the  time,  St 

opened  case  He  had  a  temporary  spot  over  one 
ej^brow  and  h  displeased  himrf  or  it  mS  Sve  Z 
pissed  her.  Crum  never  had  any  spots.  Together 
with  Crum  rose,  the  scene  in  the  pr^enade  of  the 
Pandemonium.    To^Iay  he  had  not  had  the  faint! 

father  ffi^  f"1^T  JT^'^  *°  ^""^  ^^  hi« 
whirh  »..         ***'.•'■  '*.*^  ^^^'  the  stirrings  of 

teen  years.  The  Liberty,  with  Cvnthia  Datlr  t^T* 
almost  mythical  emboAWnt  of  Sri  •  the  ftJt 

Si 
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monium,  with  the  woman  of  uncertain  age  —  both 
seemed  to  Val  completely '  off,'  fresh  from  commun- 
ion with  this  new,  shy,  dark-haired  yoimg  cousin  ol 
his.  She  rode  '  jolly  well,'  too,  so  that  it  had  been 
all  the  more  flattering  that  she  had  let  him  lead  her 
where  he  would  in  the  long  gallops  of  Richmond 
Park,  though  she  Jiew  them  so  much  better  than  he 
did.  Looking  back  on  it  all,  he  was  mystified  by  the 
barrenness  of  his  speech;  he  felt  that  he  could  say 
'  an  awful  lot  of  fetching  things '  if  he  haa  but  the 
chance  again,  and  the  thought  that  he  must  go  back 
to  Littlehampton  on  the  morrow,  and  to  Oxford  on 
the  twelfth  — '  to  that  beastly  exam,'  too  —  without 
the  faintest  chance  of  first  seeing  her  again,  caused 
darkness  to  settle  oni  his  spirit  even  more  quickly 
than  on  the  evening.  He  should  write  to  her,  how- 
ever, and  she  had  promised  to  answer.  Perhaps, 
too,  she  would  come  up  to  Oxford  to  see  her  brother. 
That  thought  was  like  the  first  star,  which  came  out 
as  he  rode  into  Padwick's  livery  stables  in  the  pui- 
lieus  of  Sloane  Square.  He  got  off  and  stretched 
himself  luxuriously,  for  he  had  ridden  some  twenty- 
five  good  miles.  The  Dartie  within  him  made  him 
chaffer  for  five  minutes  with  young  Padwick  con- 
cerning the  favourite  for  the  Cambridgeshire;  then 
with  the  words,  "  Put  the  gee  down  to  my  account," 
he  walked  away,  a  little  wide  at  the  knees,  and  flip- 
ping his  boots  with  his  knotty  little  cane.  '  I  don't 
feel  a  bit  inclined  to  go  out,'  he  thought.  '  I  wonder 
if  mother  will  stand  fizz  for  my  last  night ! '  With 
'  fizz '  and  recollection,  he  could  well  pass  a  domestic 
evening. 

When  1  e  came  down,  speckless  after  his  bath,  he 
found  his  mother  scrupulous  in  a  low  evening  dress, 
and,  to  his  annoyance,  his  Uncle  Soames.    They 
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Stopped  talking  when  he  came  in;  then  his  uncle 
said: 

"He'd  better  be  told." 

At  those  words,  which  meant  something  about 
his  father,  of  course,  Val's  first  thought  was  of 
Holly.  Was  it  anything  beastly?  His  mother  be- 
gan speaking. 

"  Your  father,"  she  said  in  her  fashionably  ap- 
pointed voice,  while  her  fingers  plucked  rather  piti- 
fully at  sea-green  brocade,  "your  father,  my  dear 
boy,  has  — is  not  at  New-market;  he's  on  his  way 
to  South  America.     He  —  he's  left  us." 

Val  looked  from  her  to  Soames.  Left  them  I 
Was  he  sorry?  Was  he  fond  of  his  father?  It 
seemed  to  him  that  he  did  not  know.  Then,  sud- 
denly —  as  at  a  whiflf  of  gardenias  and  cigars  —  his 
heart  twitched  within  him,  and  he  was  sorry.  One's 
father  belonged  to  one,  could  not  go  off  in  this  fash- 
ion--it  was  not  done!  Nor  had  he  always  been 
ttie  bounder'  of  the  Pandemonium  promenade. 
There  were  precious  memories  of  tailors'  shops  and 
horses,  tips  at  school,  and  general  lavish  kindness, 
when  in  luck. 

"But  why?"  he  said.  Then,  as  a  sportsman 
himself,  was  sorry  he  had  asked.  The  mask  of  his 
mother's  face  was  all  disturbed;  and  he  burst  out  • 

"All  right,  Mother,  don't  tell  me!  Only,  what 
does  it  mean?" 

"  A  divorce,  Val,  I'm  afraid." 
Val  uttered  a  queer  little  grunt,  and  looked 
quickly  at  his  uncle  —  that  uncle  whom  he  had  been 
taught  to  look  on  as  a  guarantee  against  the  conse- 
quences of  having  a  father,  even  against  the  Dartie 
blood  m  his  own  veins.  The  flat-cheeked  visage 
seemed  to  vi-ince,  and  this  upset  him. 
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"  It  won't  be  public,  will  it?  " 

So  vividly  before  him  had  come  recollection  of  his 
oyvn  eyes  glued  to  the  unsavoury  details  of  many  a 
divorce  suit  in  the  public  Press. 

"  Can't  it  be  done  quietly  somehow  ?  It's  so  dis- 
gusting for  —  for  mother,  and  —  and  everybody." 

"  Everything  will  be  done  as  quietly  as  it  can,  you 
may  be  sure." 

"Yes  —  but,  why  is  it  necessary  at  all?  Mother 
doesn't  want  to  marry  again." 

Himself,  the  girls,  their  name  tarnished  in  the 
sight  of  his  schoolfellows  and  of  Crum,  of  the  men 
at  Oxford,  of  —  Holly !  Unbearable  I  What  was 
to  be  gained  by  it  ? 

"  Do  you.  Mother  ?  "  he  said  sharply. 

Thus  brought  face  to  face  with  so  much  of  her 
own  feeling  by  the  one  she  loved  best  in  the  world, 
Winifred  rose  from  the  Empire  chair  in  which  she 
had  been  sitting.  She  saw  that  her  son  would  be 
against  her  unless  he  was  told  everything;  and,  yet, 
how  could  she  tell  him  ?  Thus,  still  plucking  at  the 
green  brocade,  she  stared  at  Soames.  Val,  too, 
stared  at  Soames.  Surely  this  embodiment  of  re- 
spectability and  the  sense  of  property  could  not  wish 
to  bring  such  a  slur  on  his  own  sister ! 

Soames  slowly  passed  a  little  inlaid  paper-knife 
over  the  smooth  surface  of  a  marqueterie  table; 
then,  without  looking  at  his  nephew,  he  began: 

"You  don't  understand  what  your  mother  has 
had  to  put  up  with  these  twenty  years.    This  is  only 
the  last  straw,  Val."    And  glancing  up  sideways  at 
Winifred,  he  added : 
"Shall  I  tell  him?" 

Winifred  was  silent.  If  he  were  not  toldi  he 
would  be  against  her !    Yet,  how  dreadful  to  be  told 
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Clenching  her  lips. 


such  things  of  his  own  father ! 
she  nodded. 
Soames  spoke  in  a  rapid,  even  voice : 
He  has  always  been  a  burden  round  your 
mother  s  neck.    She  has  paid  his  debts  over  and 
over  again;  he  has  often  been  drunk,  abused  and 
threatened  her ;  and  now  he  is  gone  to  Buenos  Aires 
with  a  dancer."    And,  as  if  distrusting  the  efficacy 
of  those  words  on  the  boy,  he  went  on  quickly : 
t      r  1  *°°^  ^°"^  mother's  pearls  to  give  to  her  " 

Val  jerked  up  his  hand  then.  At  that  signal  of 
distress  Winifred  cried  out : 
"  That'll  do,  Soames  —  stop ! " 
In  the  boy,  the  Dartie  and  the  Forsyte  were  strue- 
glmg.  For  debts,  drink,  dancers,  he  had  a  certain 
sympathy;  but  the  pearls  — no!  That  was  too 
much  I  And  suddenly  he  found  his  mother's  hand 
squeezing  his. 

,v  "7k"  •^^'"  ^^  ^^^""^  S*'^'"*^^  say,  "  we  can't  have 
It  all  begin  over  again.     There's  a  limit;  we  must 
strike  while  the  iron's  hot." 
Val  freed  his  hand. 

iJ.'?'Jt~^°'i'?T"^^^'"  S^o'ng  to  bring  out  that 

co^rdn^f"'^^  *'°"^'^"'*  **^°''  ^^""^  ~  ^  ^•'"P'y 

Winifred  cried  out: 

"No,  no,  Val  — oh  no!  That's  only  to  show  you 
how  impossible  your  father  is!"  And  his  uncle 
nodded.  Somewhat  assuaged,  Val  took  out  a  cig- 
arette. His  father  had  bought  him  that  thin  curv«l 
case.  Oh !  It  was  unbearable  —  just  as  he  was  go- 
ing up  to  Oxford  I  ® 
«<  t"  ^^"'^'"othe'-  be  protected  without?  "  he  said. 
I  could  look  after  her.  It  could  always  be  done 
later  if  it  was  really  necessary." 


90 


W  CHANCERY 


A  smile  played  for  a  moment  round  Soames's  lips, 
and  became  bitter. 

.    "You  don't  know  what  you're  talking  of;  noth- 
mg-s  so  fatal  as  delay  in  such  matters." 

"  Why  ?  " 

"  I  tell  you,  boy,  nothing's  so  fatal.     I  know  from 
.    experience. 

His  voice  had  the  ring  of  exasperation.  Val  re- 
garded him  round-eyed,  never  having  known  his 
uncle  express  any  sort  of  feeling.  Oh!  Yes— he 
remembered  now  — there  had  been  an  Aunt  Irene, 
and  something  had  happened  —  something  which 
people  kept  dark;  he  had  heard  his  father  once  use 
an  unmentionable  word  of  her. 

"  I  don't  want  to  speak  ill  of  your  father,"  Soames 
went  on  doggedly,  "  but  I  know  him  well  enough  to 
be  sure  that  he'll  be  back  on  your  mother's  hands  be- 
fore a  year's  over.  You  can  imagine  what  that  will 
mean  to  her  and  to  all  of  you  after  this.  The  only 
thing  IS  to  cut  the  knot  for  good." 

In  spite  of  himself,  Val  was  impressed ;  and,  hap- 
pening to  look  at  his  mother's  face,  he  got  what  was 
perhaps  his  first  real  insight  into  the  fact  that  his 
own  feelings  were  not  always  what  mattered  most. 
r^  .  T  i■■?^*'  mother,"  he  said,  "  we'll  back  you  up. 
Only  I  d  like  to  know  when  it'll  be.  It's  my  first 
term,  you  know.  I  don't  want  to  be  up  there  when  it 
comes  off." 

"  Oh !  my  dear  boy,"  murmured  Winifred,  "  it  is 
a  bore  for  you."  So,  by  habit,  she  phrased  what, 
from  the  expression  of  her  face,  was  the  most  poign- 
ant regret.    "When  will  it  be,  Soames?" 

"  Can't  tell — not  for  months.    We  must  eet  res- 
titution first." 
'  What  the  deuce  is  that  ? '  thought  Val.     '  What 
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Silly  brutes  lawyers  are!    Not  for  months !    I  know 
one  thing :  I  m  not  going  to  dine  in  I '    And  he  said : 
Awfully  sorry,  mother,  I've  got  to  .  <  out  to 
dmnernow."  *• 

a  Jif"^''.'^'^?^  ^i.^  h^^  "'S^*'  Winifred  nodded 
almost  gratefully ;  they  both  felt  that  they  had  gone 
quite  far  enough  m  the  expression  of  feeling 
rjCf   '°"5^*  ^^^  "'l*y  ^'■*=^°'"  of  Green  Street, 
rS^f ''^^!?'l*^^5-"'^''-   ^"^  "ot  *•"  l^e  reached  Pic- 
cadilly did  he  discover  that  he  had  only  eighteen- 
pence.     One  couldn't  dine  off  eighteen-penfe.  and 
he  was  very  hungry.     He  looked  longingly  at  the 
windows  of  the  Iseeum  Club,  where  he  had  often 
eaten  of  the  best  with  his  father!    Those  pearls! 
h!^  T^  no  getting  over  them !    But  the  more  he 
brooded  and  the  further  he  walked  the  hungrier  he 
naturally  became.    Short  of  trailing  homf,  there 
were  only  two  places  where  he  could  go-S 
grandfather's  m  Park  Lane,  and  Timothy's  in  the 
Bayswater  Road.    Which  was  the  less  deplorable? 
At  his  grandfather's  he  would  probably  eet  a  better 
dinner  on  the  spur  of  the  moment.    At  Timothy's 
they  gave  you  a  jolly  good  feed  when  they  expected 
you,  not  otherwise.    He  decided  on  ParkLane  nS 
unmoved  by  the  thought  that  to  go  up  to  Oxford 
without  affording  his  grandfather  a  chrnce  to  tb 
him  was  hardly  fair  to  either  of  them,     ilis  mother 
would  hear  he  had  been  there,  of  course,  and  m  g£ 

the  Ml    ^""^ '  """"'"^  *  ^^'P  *^^*-     H«  ""ang 

think?"'"°'  ^*™^°"'  ^"y  <^^""er  for  me,  d'you 

"  '^^S^^  J"^*^  S'oing  in,  Master  Val.  Mr.  For- 
syte will  be  very  glad  to  see  you.  He  was  saying  at 
lunch  that  he  never  saw  you  nowadays  " 
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Kill  the  fatted  calf,  Warm- 


Val  grinned: 
"Well,  here  I  am. 
son,  let's  have  fizz." 

Warmson  smiled  faintly  —  in  his  opinion  Val  was 
a  yorng  limb. 

"  I  will  ask  Mrs.  Forsyte,  Master  Val." 
.<  t"  ^  ^^'"  ^^'  grumbled,  taking  off  his  overcoat, 

I  m  not  at  school  any  more,  you  know." 

Warmson,  not  without  a  sense  of  humour,  opened 
the  door  beyond  the  stags-horn  coatstand,  with  the 
words : 

"  Mr.  Valerus,  ma'am." 

"  Confound  htm! "  thought  Val,  entering. 

A  warm  embrace, 'and  a  "Well,  Val!"  from 
Emily;  a  rather  quavery,  "So  there  you  are  at 
last ! "  from  James,  restored  his  sense  of  dignity. 

"Why  didn't  you  let  us  know?  There's  only 
saddle  of  mutton.  Champagne,  Warmson,"  said 
Emily.    And  they  went  in. 

At  the  great  dining-table,  shortened  to  its  utmost, 
under  which  so  many  fashionable  legs  had  rested, 
James  sat  at  one  end,  Emily  at  the  other,  Val  half- 
way between  them;  and  something  of  the  loneliness 
of  his  grandparents,  now  that  all  their  four  children 
were  flown,  reached  the  boy's  spirit.  '  I  hope  I  shall 
kick  the  bucket  long  before  I'm  as  old  as  grand- 
father,' he  thought.  '  Poor  old  chap,  he's  as  thin  as 
a  rail! '  And  lowering  his  voice  while  his  grand- 
father and  Warmson  were  in  discussion  about  sugar 
in  the  soup,  he  said  to  Eriily: 

"  It's  pretty  brutal  at  home,  Granny.    I  suppose 
you  know." 
"  Yes,  dear  boy." 

"  Uncle  Soames  was  there  when  I  left.  I  say, 
isn't  there  anything  to  be  done  to  prevent  a  divorce? 
Why  is  he  so  beastly  keen  on  it  ?  " 
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"Hush,  my  dear!"  murmured  Emily:  "we're 
keepmg  it  from  your  grandfather." 
James'  voice  sounded  from  the  other  end. 
«  r?at's  that  ?    What  are  you  talking  about  ?  " 
About  Val's  college,"  returned  Emily.    "Young 
Fariser  was  there,   James;  you   remember  — he 
nearly  broke  the  Bank  at  Monte  Carlo  afterwards  " 

James  muttered  that  he  did  not  know  —  Val  must 
look  after  himself  up  there,  or  he'd  get  into  bad 
ways.  And  he  looked  at  his  grandson  with  gloom. 
°"«  ^r^^'^**  affection  distrustfully  glimmered. 

What  I'm  afraid  of,"  said  Val  to  his  plate,  "is 
of  being  hard  up,  you  know. " 

By  instinct  he  knew  that  the  weak  spot  in  that  old 
"^"w^.  »      °*  insecurity  for  his  grandchildren. 
J  -uj;  J  '    ^"^  James,  and  the  soup  in  his  spoon 
dribbled  over,  "you'll  have  a  good  allowance:  but 
you  must  keep  within  it." 

"Of  course,"  murmured  Val;  "if  it  is  good. 
How  much  will  it  be.  Grandfather  ?  " 

"  Three  hundred  and  fifty ;  it's  too  much.  I  had 
next  to  nothing  at  your  age." 

Val  sighed.  He  had  hoped  for  four,  and  been 
afraid  of  three.  "  I  don't  know  what  your  youne 
cousin  has,"  said  James;  "he's  up  there.  Hil 
father's  a  rich  man." 

''  Aren't  you?  "  asked  Val  hardily. 

"I?"  replied  James,  flustered.  "I've  got  so 
many  expenses.  Your  father  —  "  and  he  was  si- 
lent. 

"  Cousin  Jolyon's  got  an  awfully  jolly  place.  I 
wnt  down  there  with  Uncle  Soames  —  ripping 

"Ah!"  murmured  James  profoundly.  "That 
house  — I  knew  how  it  would  be!"    And  he  lapsed 
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into  gloomy  meditation  over  his  fishbones.     His 

fnX?n^^^^^°V\'  '^r^  "'^^^^ee  it  had  caused 
m  the  Forsyte  family,  had  still  the  power  to  draw  him 
down  into  a  whirlpool  of  doubts  and  misjjivings. 
Sh'^«°n^^"'"=''^?x*°  *^*  of  Robin  Hill,  because 
"w  "',"  "^ant  Holly,  turned  to  Emily  and  said: 
Was  that  the  house  built  for  Uncle  Soames?" 
And,  receiving  her  nod,  went  on:  "  I  wish  you'd  tell 
me  about  him.  Granny.     What  became  of  Aunt 

uL    ^^  ^^"^  **'"  Soing?     He  -eems  awfully 
worked-up  about  something  to-night  " 

Ir^i^A^'^  \T  t'^"^''.  o"  ^^"^  "Ps"'  but  the  word 
Irene  had  caught  James'  ear. 

"  What's  that  ?  "  he  said,  staying  a  piece  of  mut- 
ton close  to  his  lips.  "  Who's  beel  sJeing  her  ?  i 
knew  we  hadn't  heard  the  last  of  that." 

M^KSr^K^*""'"-  ^'^  ^""^y-  "«at  your  dinner. 
Wobody  s  been  seeing  anybody." 

James  put  down  his  fork. 

vJ,''J!'T  yo"/?'"  b*^  <?a'<l-    "  I  might  die  before 
you  d  tell  me  of  it.    Is  Soames  getting  a  divorce  ?  " 

.^i^K^^fc"*'      ^'^'^    ^"''y    with    irromparable 
aplomb;     Soames  is  much  too  sensible. ' 

James  had  sought  his  own  throat,  gathering  the 
long  white  whiskers  together  on  the  skin  and  bone 
oi  it. 

*u  "*^*' •  ~  ^^^  ^^-  *l^*y* "  ^^  said,  and  with 

that  enigmatic  remark  the  conversation  lapsed,  for 
Warmson  had  returned.  But  later,  when  the 
saddle  of  mutton  had  been  succeeded  by  sweet 
savoury,  and  dessert,  and  Val  had  received  a  cheque 
for  twenty  pounds  and  his  grandfather's  kiss  — 
like  no  other  kiss  in  the  world,  from  lips  pushed  out 
with  a  sort  of  fearful  suddenness,  as  if  yieldinjr  to 
weakness  —  he  returned  to  the  charge  in  the  haU 
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"  Tell  us  about  Uncle  Soames,  Granny.  Why  is 
heso  keen  on  mother's  getting  a  divorce  ? " 
h.A  •  "5  *^'^  Soames,"  said  Emily,  and  her  voice 
mv  hI°JS^  exaggerated  assurance,  "  is  a  lawyer, 
my  dear  boy.  He's  sure  to  know  best." 
of  A  f.i^  T  '  """e«d  Val.  "  But  what  did  become 
Wldng."  ^^"  remember  she  was  jolly  good- 

w-  a^'^'T:  f  T  "  ^'^  ^""y- "  behaved  very  badly. 
We  don't  talu  about  it." 

okl^^"'  ^  '^S"!*  ^^"*  everybody  at  Oxford  to  know 
^A        °"£. affairs,"  ejaculated  Val;  "it's  a  brutal 
jdesu    Why  couldn't  father  be  prevented  witK 
Its bemg made  public?" 

Emily  sighed.  She  had  always  lived  rather  in  an 
atmosphere  of  divorce,  owing  to  her  fashionable 
proclivities  —  so  many  of  those  whose  legs  had  been 
under  her  table  having  gained  a  certain  notoriety. 
When  however,  it  touched  her  own  family,  she 
liked  It  no  better  than  other  people.  But  she  was 
eminently  practical,  and  a  woman  of  courage,  who 
Jtence''"""  ^  ^^^^^"^  '"  preference  to  its  sub- 
"Your  mother'-  she  said,  "will  be  happier  if 
she's  quite  free,  Val  Good-night,  my  dea?  boy 
and  don  t  wear  loud  waistcoats  up  at  Oxford 
ttey  re  not  the  thing  just  now.    Here's  a  little  pres^ 

With  another  five  pounds  in  his  hand,  and  a  little 
warmth  in  his  heart,  for  he  was  fond  of  his  erand- 
T  !^'t  '^*^"*  °V*  '"*o  Park  Une.  A  wind  had 
Cleared  the  mist,  the  autumn  leaves  were  rustiine 
and  the  stars  were  shining.  With  all  that  money  in 
his  pocket  an  impulse  to  'see  life'  beset  him;  but  he 
had  not  gone  forty  yards  in  the  direction  of  Picca- 
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S^^^  HoUy's  shy  face^  and  her  eyes  with  an 

and  his  haad  seemed  to  be  tmgling  again  from  the 

E^"'!,?/  K^f  ^^"°  glovedhSndT   'No.  dash  it ! 
he  thought, '  I'm  going  home  I ' 
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£v^f  ^"!l  '^*^  ^°'  *^^  "^^••'  l*"*  the  weather  was 
«2'  ^'^  '""^"',  "°fi^*='"«^  below  the  yellowlS 
leaves.  Soames  took  many  looks  at  the  davTom 
his  nvers.de  garden  near  Mapledurham  th?t  SiT 
f^y  ™o™n&-  With  his  own  hands  he  pu?flowm 
about  his  little  house-boat,  and  equip^d  Uie  S 
in  which,  after  lunch,  he  proposed  to^Se  ti^eS,  SS 

Ann^Ill  ,?  tell  whether  or  no  he  wished  to  take 
Annette  alone.    She  was  so  very  prettv  —  could  h^ 

EnS'T'^,""?  *°  '^y  i-revo2lSe  Sds.'Xine 
beyond  the  limits  of  discretion?     Roses  on  thf 

^'^'^.  Tt  '^^  '"  "°°»'  ''"d  the  hedges  ev£! 
green,  so  that  there  was  almost  nothing  of  middle- 
aged  autumn  to  chill  the  mood;  yet  was  he  n^irou! 

?«sf  X'  '*'lT'y  *^*^"^*^"J  °f  his  p^wersTolS' 
just  the  right  course.  This  visit  had  been  plannS 
to  produce  ,n  Annette  and  her  mother  a  due  «n2 
of  his  possessions,  so  that  they  should  be  rradv  t^ 
raeive  with  respect  any  overture  he  S/h?  lat« 
be  disposed  to  make.  He  dressed  with  great  Sre 
making  himself  neither  too  young  nor  t(f  old.  7e,5 
thankful  that  his  hair  was  still  thick  and  smSS 
and  had  no  grey  in  it.    Three  times  he  went  up  to 
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his  picture-gallery.    If  they  had  any  knowledge  at 

Sc  ^  T^l  f^  ^*  ?""  *^*t  J»«  collection  llone 
was  worth  at  least  thirty  thousand  pounds.  He 
minutely  inspected   too.  the  pretty  bedroom  over- 

£ic'"V  ^  "Z%  "^u^t  *^y  ^°"><^  take  off  their 
hats.    It  would  be  her  bedroom  if —  if  the  matter 
went  through,  and  she  became  his  wife.    Going  up 
to  the  dressing-table  he  passed  his  hand  over  the 
lilac-coloured  pincushion,  into  which  were  stuck  all 
tand  of  pins;  a  bowl  of  pot-pourri  exhaled  a  scent 
that  made  his  head  turn  just  a  little.    His  wife! 
If  only  the  whole  thing  could  be  settled  out  of  hand 
and  there  was  not  the  nightmare  of  this  divorce  to 
be  gone  through  first;  aftd  with  gloom  puckered  on 
his  forehead,  he  looked  out  at  the  river  shining 
beyond  the  roses  and  the  lawn.    Madame  Lamotte 
would  never  resist  this  prospect  for  her  child;  An- 
nette wou  d  never  resist  her  mother.    If  only  he 

^!*  .  I  ^'^  ^^^^  t""  **=  *t*t>°"  to  meet  them. 
What  taste  Frenchwomen  had!  Madame  Lamotte 
was  in  blade  with  touches  of  lilac  colour.  Annette 
in  greyish  lilac  linen,  with  cream  coloured  gloves 

»n3i?**M  ^^^^''  P*'*  '^'^  ^'^^^'^  and  Londony; 
and  her  blue  eyes  were  demure.  Waiting  for  them 
to  come  down  to  lunch,  Soames  stood  in  the  open 
french-window  of  the  dining-room  moved  by  that 
sensuous  delight  in.  sunshine  and  flowers  and  trees 
which  only  came  to  the  full  when  youth  and  beauty 
were  there  to  share  it  with  one.  He  had  ordered 
the  lunch  with  intense  consideration;  the  wine  was 
a  very  special  Sauterne,  the  whole  appointments 
ot  the  meal  perfect,  the  coffee  served  on  the 
veranda  super-excellent.  Madame  Lamotte  accepted 
creme  de  menthe ;  Annette  refused.  Her  manners 
were  charming,  with  just  a  suspicion  of  'the  con- 
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life,  and  she7£  S«ed  '^      "  ""^  '''*  ^°^*  ^^ 

at  Soan^es  wEJ'rSlt  S  te  '  '""^  "5 
a  turn  on  the  river  R,,f?«^?  ?f  **«  Proposed 
one  of  them  Sid  ^L  ■  ^""'  *^°  P'^"^"^  when 

cushions  wTsSy  to  r£r'"ffom\*''"  ^^^^^^^^ 

S^  yT*^  "«l«  jeopardize  hs  ij^  S,»<? 
ya.   If  he  did  not   defimtelv  mula.,ijT.' 

sp4e*S'thi"San;LY'  '°°''  "'^'^ '«"-'  ^o-es 
"There'll  be  war,"  he  said. 
Madame  Lamotte  lamented. 

be  left VEXr/"^""'"    Could  they  not 
^^  Soames  smiled  -  the  question  seemed  to  him  ab-      . 

"  Ah!  thati "    But  Madame  Lamotte  found  that 
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the  English  were  a  little  hypocrite.  They  were  talk- 
ing of  justice  and  the  Uitlanders,  not  of  business. 
Monsieur  was  the  first  who  had  spoken  to  her  of 
that. 

"The  Boers  are  only  half -civilised,"  remarked 
Soames ;  "  they  stand  in  the  way  of  progress.  It 
will  never  do  to  let  our  suzerainty  go." 

"What  does  that  mean  to  say?  Suzerainty! 
What  a  strange  word ! "  Soames  became  eloquent, 
roused  by  these  threats  to  the  principle  of  posses- 
sion, and  stimulated  by  Annette's  eyes  fixed  on 
him.    He  was  delighted  when  presently  she  said: 

"I  think  Monsieur  is  right.  Thev  should  be 
taught  a  lesson."    She^  was  sensible 

"  Of  course,"  he  said,  "  we  must  act  with  moder- 
ation. I'm  no  jingo.  We  must  be  firm  without 
bullying.  Will  you  come  up  and  see  my  pictures  ?  " 
Moving  from  one  to  another  of  these  treasures,  he 
soon  perceived  that  they  knew  nothing.  They 
passed  his  last  Mauve,  that  remarkable  study  of  a 
'  Hay-cart  going  Home,'  as  if  it  were  a  lithograph. 
He  waited  almost  with  awe  to  see  how  they  would 
view  the  jewel  of  his  collection  —  an  Israels  whose 
price  he  had  watched  ascending  tih  b»  was  now 
almost  certain  it  had  reached  top  value,  and  would 
be  better  on  the  market  again.  They  did  not  view 
it  at  all.  This  was  a  shock ;  and  yet  to  have  in  An- 
nette a  virgin  taste  to  form  would  be  better  than  to 
have  the  silly,  half-baked  predilections  of  the  Eng- 
lish middle-class  to  deal  with.  At  the  end  of  the 
gallery  was  a  Meissonier  of  which  he  was  rather 
ashamed  —  Meissonier  was  so  steadily  going  down. 
Madame  Lamotte  stopped  before  it. 

"Meissonier!  Ah!  What  a  jewel!'  She  had 
heard  the  name;  Soames  took  advantage  of  that 
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moment.    Very  gently  touching  Annette's  arm,  he 
said: 

"  How  do  you  like  my  place,  Annette?  " 

She  did  not  shrink,  did  not  respond;  she  looked 

at  him  full,  lo-^ked  down,  and  murmured: 
"^  Who  would  not  like  it  ?    It  is  so  beautiful ! " 
"Perhaps  some  day "  Soames  said,  and 

stopped. 
So  pretty  she  was,  so  self-possessed  —  she  fright- 

«ied  him.    Those  cornflower-blue  eyes,  the  turn  of 

that  creamy  neck,  her  delicate  curves  — she  was  a 

standing  temptation  to  indiscretion  I     No!     No! 

One  must  be  sure  of  one's  ground  — much  surer! 
If  I  hold  off,   he  thought,  '  it  will  tantalise  her.' 

And  he  crossed  over  to  Madame  Lamotte,  who  was 

still  in  front  of  the  Meissonier. 
"Yes,  that's  quite  a  good  example  of  his  later 

work.    You  must  come  again,  madame,  and  see 

them  lighted  up.    You  must  both  come  and  spend  a 

night." 

Endianted,  would  it  not  be  beautiful  to  see  them 
lighted?  By  moonlight  too,  the  river  must  be  rav- 
ishing! 

Annette  murmured : 

"Thou  art  sentimental,  MamanI" 

Sentimental!  That  black-robed,  comely,  sub- 
stantial Frenchwoman  of  the  world !  And  suddenly 
he  was  certain  as  he  could  be  that  there  was  no 
sentiment  m  either  of  them.  All  the  better.  Of 
what  use  sentiment!    And  yet ! 

He  drove  to  the  station  with  them,  and  saw  them 
into  the  train.  To  the  tightened  pressure  of  his 
hand  it  seemed  that  Annette's  fingers  responded 
just  a  little;  her  face  smiled  at  him  throt^h  the 
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He  went  back  to  the  carriage,  brooding.  "  Go  on 
home,  Jordan,"  he  said  to  the  coachman;  "I'll 
walk."  And  he  strode  out  into  the  darkening  lanes, 
caution  and  the  desire  of  possession  playing  see-saw 
within  him.  "  Bon  soir,  monsieur! "  How  softly 
she  had  said  it.  To  know  what  was  in  her  mind  I 
The  French  —  they  were  like  cats  —  one  could  tell 
nothing!  But — how  pretty!  What  a  perfect 
young  thing  to  hold  in  one's  arms !  What  a  mother 
for  his  heir !  And  he  thought,  with  a  smile,  of  his 
family  and  their  surprise  at  a  French  wife,  and  their 
curiosity,  and  of  the  way  he  would  play  with  it  and 
buffet  it  —  confound  them !  The  poplars  sighed  in 
the  darkness;  an  owl>  hooted.  Shadows  deepened 
in  the  water.  '  I  will  and  must  be  free,'  he  thought. 
'  I  won't  hang  about  any  longer.  I'll  go  and  see 
Irene.  If  you  want  things  done,  do  them  yourself. 
I  must  live  again  —  live  and  move  and  have  my 
being.'  And  in  echo  to  that  queer  biblicality  churdi- 
bells  chimed  the  call  to  evening  prayer. 


CHAPTER   XI 

And  visits  the  past 

On  a  Tuesday  evening  after  dining  at  his  Qub 

t^\'^^  T  'Z  ^P  ^'^^^  required  more  coura« 
3  Pfft^PS.  'ess  delicacy  than  anything  he  had  yit 
undertaken  in  his  hfe  —  save  perhaps  his  birth  and 
0"«  other  action.  He  chose  the  evening,  indeed 
partly  because  Irene  was  more  likely  to  fe  in?  but 
£\vT'r  *ll''t^i^"«*  *°  find  sufficient  ;eso- 
ISrTdaring.^  ^^  *'  ^"^  """^"^  ^'"'  *°  ^^*=  ^^ 
He  left  his  hansom  on  the  Embankment   and 

S^«  V  '^^  ?^  ^^'''^^'  ""certainTthe  bS 
f„J^^''J''''*'  ^'',^'^  ^^^  "^«1-  He  found  it  hid 
Jhf  ^^^  «\r"*=T  '^"-ge^ mansion;  and  having  read 
the  name.  Mrs.  Irene  Heron '  -  Heron,  forfooth  1 
Her  maiden  name:  so  she  used  that  again,  did  she? 
-he  stepped  back  into  the  road  to  iSok  up  at  the 
windows  of  the  first  floor.     Light  was  ^com  ng 

tT^^^  '"i?^  '=S""r  ^^t'  ^"d  ^^  co"W  hear  a  pianf 
being  played     He  had  never  had  a  love  of  mus"c 
had  secretly  borne  it  a  grudge  in  the  old  days  whS 
so  often  she  had  turned  to  her  piano,  making  of  it  a 

Kepulsel    The  long  repulse,  at  first  strained  and 
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secret,  at  last  open !  Bitter  memory  came  with  that 
sound.  It  must  be  she  playing,  and  thus  almost  as- 
sured of  seeing  her,  he  stood  more  undecided  than 
ever.  Shivers  of  anticipation  ran  through  him;  his 
tongue  felt  dry,  his  heart  beat  fast.  '  /  have  no 
cause  to  be  afraid,'  he  thought.  And  then  the  law- 
yer stirred  within  him.  Was  he  doing  a  foolish 
thing?  Ought  he  not  to  have  arranged  a  formal 
meetingin  the  presence  of  her  trustee?  No!  Not 
before  that  fellow  Jolyon,  who  sympathized  with 
her!  Never!  He  crossed  back  into  the  doorway, 
and,  slowly,  to  keep  down  the  beating  of  his  heart, 
mounted  the  single  flight  of  stairs  and  rang  the  bell. 
When  the  door  was  opened  to  him  his  sensations 
were  regulated  by  the  scent  which  came  —  that  per- 
fume —  from  away  back  in  the  past,  bringing  muf- 
fled remembrance:  fragrance  of  a  drawing-room  he 
used  to  enter,  of  a  house  he  used  to  own  —  perfume 
of  dried  rose-leaves  and  honey! 

"  Say  Mr.  Forsyte,"  he  Siid,  " your  mistress  will 
see  me,  I  know."  He  had  thought  this  out;  she 
would  think  it  was  Jolyon ! 

When  the  maid  was  gone  and  he  was  alone  in  the 
tiny  hall,  where  the  light  was  dim  from  one  pearly- 
shaded  sconce,  and  walls,  carpet,  everything  was  sil- 
very, making  the  walled-in  space  all  ghostly,  he 
could  only  thmk  ridiculously : '  Shall  I  go  in  with  my 
overcoat  on,  or  take  it  off? '  The  music  ceased,  the 
maid  said  from  the  doorway: 

"Will  you  walk  in,  sir?" 

Soames  walked  in.  He  noted  mechanically  that 
all  was  still  silvery,  and  that  the  upright  piano  was 
of  satinwood.  She  had  risen  and  stood  recoiled 
agamst  it;  her  hand,  placed  on  the  keys  as  if  groping 
for  support,  had  struck  a  sudden  discord,  held  for 
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a  moment  and  released  The  light  from  the  shaded 
piano-candle  fell  on  he.*  neck?  leaving  her  faS 
rather  m  shadow.  She  was  in  a  black  evfning  dress 
w.  h  a  sort  of  mantilla  over  her  shoulders -he  d?d 
not  remember  ever  having  seen  her  in  black  and 
ItSetaSoTe^^*^™"^^^-^  'S^'edresSetSS 
"You  I "  he  heard  her  whisper. 

lancy.  Rehearsal  served  him  not  at  all.  He  simolv 
couldnotspeak  He  had  never  tho-  "  '  that  the  sT|ht 
of  this  woman  whom  he  had  once  so  passionately 
desired,  so  completely  owned,  and  whom  he  had  not 
seen  for  twelve  years,  could  affect  him  in  this  way. 

a;i^l?'K^?^'^  '"f'.^i^  'P.^^^'^'S  ^"d  acting,  half 
as  man  of  business,  half  as  judge.  And  now  it  was 
as  If  he  were  m  the  presence  not  of  a  mere  woman 
and  erring  wife  but  of  some  force,  subae  and 
elusive  as  atmosphere  itself,  within  him  and  outside 
«  V    °?,,defensive  irony  welled  up  in  him. 

« -f  r*  1  ®  ^  "^"^rMy'®'* '    I  *>ope  you're  well." 
Thank  you.    Will  you  sit  down  ?  " 

She  had  moved  away  from  the  piano,  and  gone 
T.Z     ^''  ^'"dow-seat,  sinking  on  to  it,  with  her 
hands  clasped  in  her  lap.    Light  fell  on  her  there, 
so  that  Soames  could  see  her  face,  eyes,  hair 
tS  ^^       remembered  them,  strangely  beau- 

,miS=r*  i'^'^-V^,  ^^^  ^1^^  °^  ^  satin-wood  chair, 
upholstered  with  silver-coloured  stuff,  close  to  where 
ne  was  standing. 

«  Z°^  ^^^^  "°*  changed,"  he  said. 

No?    What  have  you  come  for?" 
^  To  discuss  things." 
"  I  have  heard  what  you  want  from  your  cousin." 
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"  I  am  willing.  I  have  always  been." 
The  sound  of  her  voice,  reserved  and  close,  the 
sight  of  her  figure  watchfully  poised,  defensive, 
was  helping  him  now.  A  thousand  memories  of 
her,  ever  on  the  watch  against  him,  stirred,  and  he 
said  bitterly: 

"Perhaps  you  will  be  good  enough,  then,  to  give 
me  information  on  which  I  can  act.  The  law  must 
be  complied  with." 

'.',  L*'*^^  "°"« *°  give  you  that  you  don't  know  of." 
Hat?"         years!    Do  you  suppose  I  can  believe 

V  1  L'^°l'*  suppose  you  will  believe  anything  I  say: 
but  It's  the  truth."       ,  j       s        j, 

Soames  looked  at  her  hard.  He  had  said  that 
st;e  had  not  changed ;  now  he  perceived  that  she  had. 
Not  in  face,  except  that  it  was  more  beautiful:  not 
in  form,  except  that  it  was  a  little  fuller  —  no  •  She 
had  changed  spiritually.    There  was  more  of  her 

fhVlT.J'K  """^^u""^  °^  ^?*'^'*y  ^"<J  <Ja"ng,  where 
there  had  been  sheer  passive  resistance.  '  Ah ! '  he 
Uiought  'that's  her  independent  income!  Con- 
found Uncle  Jolyon ! 

"  il"P V*^^  y°^'^^  comfortably  off  now  ?  "  he  said. 
•I  ha  ilk  you,  yes." 

"Wly  didn't  you  let  me  provide  for  you?  I 
would  have,  m  spite  of  everything." 

A  faint  smile  came  on  her  lips;  but  she  did  not 
answer. 

"You  are  still  my  wife,"  said  Soames.  Why  he 
said  that,  what  he  meant  by  it,  he  knew  neither  when 
he  spoke  nor  after.  It  was  a  truism  almost  pre- 
posterous, but  Its  effect  was  startling.  She  rose 
from  the  wmdow-seat,  and  stood  for  a  moment  per- 
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fectly  still,  looking  at  him.  He  could  see  her  bosom 
heaving.  Then  she  turned  to  the  window  and 
threw  It  open. 

Sa^\^°.  !?** ■  "  'i?  ^^''^  ^''^•■P'y-  "  You'll  catch 
cold  m  that  dress.  I'm  not  dangerous."  And  he 
uttered  a  little  sad  laugh. 

She  echoed  it  —  faintly,  bitterly 

''It  was— habit." 

„^^^^^^  °^^  habit,"  said  Soames  as  bitterly, 

atiut  the  wmdow ! " 

She  shut  it  and  sat  down  again.  She  had  devel- 
oped power,  this  woman  —  this  —  wife  of  his !  He 
felt  It  issumg  from  her  as  she  sat  there,  in  a  sort  of 
armour.  And  almost  unconsciously  he  rose  and 
moved  neare- ;  he  wanted  to  see  the  expression  on 
ftertace.  Her  eyes  met  his  unflinching.  Heavens  1 
how  clear  they  were,  and  what  a  dark  brown  against 
that  white  skm,  and  that  burnt-amber  hair!  And 
how  white  her  shoulders!  Funny  sensation  this! 
He  ought  to  hate  her. 

"  You  had  better  tell  me,"  he  said;  "  it's  to  your 
advantage  to  be  free  as  well  as  to  mine.  That  old 
matter  is  too  old." 

"  I  have  told  you." 
—  nS^"?  •^^^"  to  tell  me  there  has  been  nothing 

"Nobody.    You  must  go  to  your  own  life." 

btung  by  that  retort,  Soames  moved  towards  the 
piano  and  back  to  the  hearth,  to  and  fro,  as  he  had 
been  wont  in  the  old  days  in  their  drawing-room 

«  2,^^  feelings  were  too  much  for  him. 
That  won't  do,"  he  said.    «  You  deserted  me. 
m  common  justice  it  s  for  you " 

He  saw  her  shrug  those  white  shoulders,  heard 
her  murmur: 


n6 


IN  CHANCERY 


■ 


I  hayfcarS^'**''*^°"'*'^°'" "'=*''*="•  Should 
He  stopped,  and  looked  at  her  intently  with  a 
ffJf  Tu''^-  „^|!**  °"  «^rth  did  she^do  with 
hZtl'  'l'>  ""^^'ly  "^«^  •l^'te  alone?  And  why 
had  he  not  divorced  her  ?  The  old  feeling  that^he 
had  never  understood  him,  never  done  him  justfce 
bit  him  while  he  stared  at  her  •■  ' 

he  sS!^  "'"^*''*  ^°"  ^^^^  '"^''^  ""^  ^  good  wife  ?  " 

for  k""  Yorwn."f!"!f  *°  '"^'■'^  y°"-    I  have  paid 
lor  It.     You  will  find  some  way  oerhan<!     Vn„ 

"Lowestoft.  Where  did  you  get  this?  I  boimhf 
Its  fellow  at  Job„on's."  And,  visited  by  the  sudden 
h^^r  "J-^Z"^'  ^^^^'^  niany  years  agS^  he  and  she 
the  Im/J:^  'f '""  together/he  remained  staring  at 

"  Take  it.    I  don't  want  it " 
«  ^r*??? ^  P"*  '*  hack  on  the  shelf. 
Will  you  shake  hands?"  he  said. 

h;,nH     t!  """'"^  ''VI^*^  ''*^''  h'ps.    She  held  out  her 

'ShJsil7''f -^'IJ"  !!'^  '■^*''«'-  f'^v^nsh  touch 

made  oTfce  V  'r,'?'  *''°"^''*r '  '^'  ^^«  ^'^ays 
throLh  i,f     t.-     "*  ^^*^"  '^^  *hat  thought  darted 

fu4of  WH   "  ''Tu'  r^"  ^^^^"'^d  hy  the  per 
fune  of  her  dress  and  body,  as  though  the  warSh 
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Within  her,  which  had  never  been  for  him,  were 
struggling  to  show  its  presence.  And  he  turned  on 
his  heel.  He  walked  out  and  away,  as  if  someone 
with  a  whip  were  after  him,  not  even  looking  for 
a  cab,  glad  of  the  empty  Embankment  and  the  cold 
river,  and  the  thick-strewn  shadows  of  the  plane- 
tree  leaves  — confused,  flurried,  sore  at  heart,  and 
vaguely  disturbed,  as  though  he  had  made  some 
deep  mistake  whose  consequences  he  could  not  fore- 
see. And  the  fantastic  thought  suddenly  assailed 
him:  If  instead  of : '  I  think  you  had  better  go,'  she 
had  said,  'I  think  you  had  better  stay!'  What 
should  he  have  felt,  what  would  he  have  done  ?  That 
cursed  attraction  of  her  was  there  for  him  even 
now,  after  all  these  years  of  estrangement  and  bit- 
ter thoughts.  It  was  there,  ready  to  mount  to  his 
head  at  a  sign,  a  touch.  "  I  was  a  fool  to  go!  "  he 
muttered.     "  I've  advanced  nothing.     Who  could 

imagine  ?    I  never  thought j "    Memory,  flown 

back  to  the  first  years  of  his  marriage,  player  him 
torturing  tricks.  She  had  not  deserved  to  keep  her 
beauty  — the  beauty  he  had  owned  and  known  so 
well.  And  a  kind  of  bitterness  at  the  tenacity  of 
his  own  admiration  welled  up  in  him.  Most  men 
would  have  hated  the  sight  of  her,  as  she  had  de- 
served She  had  spoiled  his  life,  wounded  his  pride 
to  death,  defrauded  him  of  a  son.  And  yet  the  mere 
sight  of  her,  cold  and  resisting  as  ever,  had  this 
power  to  upset  him  utterly!  It  was  some  damned 
magnetism  she  had!  And  no  wonder  if,  as  she  as- 
serted, she  had  lived  untouched  these  last  twelve 
years.  So  Bosinney  —  cursed  be  his  memory!  — 
had  lived  on  all  this  time  with  her!  Soames  could 
not  tell  whether  he  was  glad  of  that  knowledee 
or  no.  ** 
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Neanng  his  Qub  at  last  he  stopped  to  buy  a 
paper.  A  headline  ran : '  Boers  reported  to  repudi- 
ate suzerainty  I '  Suzerainty!  '  Just  like  her ! '  he 
thought:  she  always  did.  Suzerainty!  I  still 
have  It  by  rights.  She  must  be  awfully  lonely  in 
that  wretched  little  flat ! '  ^ 


CHAPTER  XII 


ON   FORSYTE     CHANGE 

SoAMES  belonged  to  twn  Clubs, '  The  Connoisseurs,' 
which  he  put  on  his  Ca.ds  and  seldom  visited,  and 
'  The  Remove,'  which  he  did  not  put  on  his  cards 
and  frequented.  He  had  joined  this  Liberal  insti- 
tution five  years  ago,  having  made  sure  that  its 
members  were  now  nearly  all  sound  Conservatives 
in  heart  and  pocket,  if  not  in  principle.  Uncle 
Nicholas  had  put  him  up.  The  fine  reading-room 
was  decorated  in  the  Adam  style. 

On  entering  that  evening  he  glanced  at  the  tape 
for  any  news  about  the  Transvaal,  and  noted  that 
Consols  were  down  seven-sixteenths  since  the 
morning.  He  was  turning  away  to  seek  the  read- 
ing-room when  a  voice  behind  him  said : 

"  Well,  Soames,  that  went  off  all  right." 

It  was  Uncle  Nicholas,  in  a  frock-coat  and  his 
special  cut-away  collar,  with  a  black  tie  passed 
through  a  ring.  Heavens !  How  young  and  dapper 
he  looked  at  eighty-three ! 

"  I  think  Roger'd  have  been  pleased,'  his  uncle 
w«nt  on.  "  The  thing  was  very  well  done.  Black- 
ley's?  I'll  make  a  note  of  them.  Buxton's  done 
me  no  good.  These  Boers  are  upsetting  me  —  that 
fellow  Chamberlain's  driving  the  country  into  war. 
What  do  vou  think?" 
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"Bound  to  come,"  murmured  Soames 
ch.™«  l^*  r"^'^  ^''  ^''^  ove*-  I'is  thin,  clean- 
lillV^  *'*'ft^'i  ^'^'^  """^y  ^ft^*-  his  summer  cure;  a 
/    slight  pout  had  gathered  on  his  lips.    ThisbSss 
had  revived  all  his  Liberal  principles. 

I  mistrust  that  chap;  he's  a  stormy  petrel 
House-property  will  go  down  if  there's  war  You'li 
have  trouble  with  Roger's  estate.  I  often  told  h"m 
he  ought  to  get  out  of  some  of  his  houses.  He  wa^ 
an  opinionated  beggar."  ne  was 

B„7l!!fn  "^^^  ^  P^!r  of  yo"''  thought  Soames. 
But  he  never  argued  with  an  uncle,  in  that  wav 
preserving  the  r  opinion  of  him  as  'k  long-heaS 
chap  'and  the  legal  care  of  their  property.^ 
erin J  h1^  f-  "^ftjimothy's,"  said  Nicholas,  low- 
rl3nZ  'I:  ?''^*  ^'"t'^  ^^^  gone  off  at  last 
T^aMl  be  a  relief  to  your  father.    He  was  a  rotten 

««^^-"t.^.1^??  "O'^^^*^-  If  there  was  a  subject 
on  which  the  Forsytes  really  agreed,  it  was  the 
character  of  Montagu  Dartie. 

"  You  take  care,"  said  Nicholas,  "  or  he'll  turn 
up  again.  Winifred  had  better  ha^e  the  t«,  h  out 
I  should  say.    No  use  preserving  what's  gS«  bad  " 

Soames  looked  at  him  sideways.  His  fe  "ves  ex- 
f.^'-hated  by  the  interview  he  had  jusrcome 
SS'ew^ofdr  '•'"  *°  '^^  ^  PersonKlS 

»  v°',fi!'''*'."«^  h<='''"  he  said  shortly. 
.      Veil,    said  Nicholas,  "the  brougham's  wait- 

»as  wrapped  into  his  f„r  coal  by  th,  jSof^rS 
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^^  'I've  never  known  Uncle  Nicholas  other  than 
very  poorly," '  mused  Soames,  '  or  seen  him  look 
other  than  everlasting.    What  a  family!    Judging 
^  ™?l'r^,'/^  S°*  thirty-eight  years  of  health  before 
me.    Well,  I  m  not  going  to  waste  them.'    And  go- 
ing over  to  a  mirror  he  stood  loi.'-ing  at  his  face 
Except  for  a  line  or  two,  and  three  or  four  grey 
hairs  m  his  little  dark  moustache,  had  he  aged  anv 
more  than  Irene  ?    The  prime  of  life  —  he  and  she 
m  the  very  prime  of  life !    And  a  fantastic  thought 
shot  into  his  mind.    Absurd!    Idiotic!    But  again 
It  came.    And  genuinely  alarmed  by  the  recurrence 
as  one  is  b;    he  secotid  fit  of  shivering  which  pres- 
ages a  feverish  colli,  he  sat  down  on  the  weiehine 
machine.    Eleven  stone!    He  had  not  varied  two 
pounds  in  twenty  years.     What  age  was  she? 
Nearly  thirty-seven  —  not  too  old  to  have  a  child 
—  not  at  all!    Thirty-seven  on  the  ninth  of  next 
month      He  remembered  her  birthday  well  — he 
had  always  observed  it  religiously,  even  that  last 
birthday  so  soon  before  she  left  him,  when  he  was 
fn^lV'"*^'"Tl''\^^?  faithless.    Four  birthdays 
rl«.\°"'^i.   u'^J'^'^  '°°'^^**  ^^'■^^'■d  to  them,  ht- 
cause  his  gifts  had  meant  a  semblance  of  gratitude 

fasThfrThf V ""P*  u'  Tr}^-  E^^^Pt'  '"^^^d.  that 
last  birthday  — which  had  tempted  him  to  be  too 

religious !  And  he  shied  away  in  thought.  Memo^ 
^hFrlt^'^  ^^^T  °"  ^°'-Ps^''ke  deed!,  f  rom  u^der 
Sn  L  i^^  "^  u^"^^^^"'y  «ff^"<l  the  sense.  And 
Inf  fnr  ?*'"&.''t ^suddenly: '  I  could  send  her  a  pres- 

Couldn't  ?'  ^'r'^u\  ^^^^r  ^".  we're  Christians! 
Louldn  t  I  —  couldn't  we  join  up  again ! '    And  he 

bS  "  ^'?'  sigh  sitting  there.    Annette!    AM 

wreS,rH '^"  '"'"  ^"'^^  ^""^«^  ^^«  the  need  for  that 
wretched  divorce  suit !    And  how? 
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"  A  man  can  always  work  these  things,  if  he'll 
take  it  on  himself,"  Jolyon  had  said. 

But  why  should  he  take  the  scandal  on  himself 
with  his  whole  career  as  a  pillar  of  the  law  at  stake? 
It  was  not  fair !  It  was  quixotic !  Twelve  years' 
separation  in  w'.ach  he  had  taken  no  steps  to  free 
himself  put  out  of  court  the  possibility  of  using  her 
conduct  with  Bosinney  as  a  ground  for  divorcing 
her.  By  doing  nothing  to  secure  relief  he  had  ac- 
quiesced, even  if  the  evidence  could  now  be  gath- 
ered, which  was  more  than  doubtful.  Besides,  his 
own  pride  would  never  let  him  use  that  old  incident, 
he  had  suffered  from  it  too  much.  No !  Nothing 
but  fresh  misconduct  on  her  part  —  but  she  had 
denied  it;  and  —  almost  —  he  had  believed  her. 
Hung  up  I    Utterly  hung  up ! 

He  rose  from  the  scooped-out  red  velvet  seat 
with  a  feeling  of  constriction  about  his  vitals.  He 
would  never  sleep  with  this  going  on  in  him !  And, 
taking  coat  and  hat  again,  he  went  out,  moving 
eastward.  In  Trafalgar  Square  he  became  aware 
of  some  special  commotion  travelling  towards  him 
out  of  the  mouth  of  the  Strand.  It  materialised 
in  newspaper  men  calling  out  so  loudly  that  no 
words  whatever  could  be  heard.  He  stopped  to 
listen,  and  one  came  by. 

"Payper!  Special!  Ultimatium  by  Krooger! 
Declaration  of  war ! "  Soames  bought  the  paper. 
There  it  was  in  the  stop  press !  His  first  thought 
was : '  The  Boers  are  committing  suicide.'  His  sec- 
ond: '  Is  there  anything  still  I  ought  to  sell?  '  If  so 
he  had  missed  the  chance  —  there  would  certainly 
be  a  slump  in  the  City  to-morrow.  He  swallowed 
this  thr>ught  with  a  nod  of  defiance.  That  ultima- 
tum was  insolent  —  sooner  than  let  it  pass  he  was 
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prepared  to  lose  money.  They  wanted  a  lesson,  and 
they  would  get  it;  but  it  would  take  three  months 
at  least  to  bring  them  to  heel.  There  weren't  the 
troops  out  there;  always  behind  time,  the  Govern- 
ment !  Confound  those  newspaper  rats !  What  was 
the  use  of  waking  everybody  up?  Breakfast  to- 
morrow was  quite  soon  enough.  And  he  thought 
with  alarm  of  his  father.  They  would  cry  it  down 
Park  Lane.  Hailing  a  hansom,  he  got  in  and  told 
the  man  to  drive  there. 

James  and  Emily  had  just  gone  up  to  bed,  and 
after  communicating  the  news  to  Warmson,  Soames 
prepared  to  follow.  He  paused  by  after-thought  to 
say: 

"  What  do  you  think  of  it,  Warmson?  " 

The  butler  ceased  passing  a  hat  brush  over  the 
silk  hat  Soames  had  taken  off,  and,  inclining  his 
face  a  little  forward,  said  in  a  low  voice : 

"Well,  sir,  they  'aven't  a  chance,  of  course;  but 
I'm  told  they're  very  good  shots.  I've  got  a  son  in 
the  Inniskillings." 

"  You,  Warmson  ?  Why,  I  didn't  know  you  were 
married." 

"  No,  sir.  I  don't  talk  of  it.  I  expect  he'll  be 
going  out." 

The  slighter  shock  Soames  had  felt  on  discover- 
ing that  he  knew  so  little  of  one  whom  he  thought 
he  knew  so  well  was  lost  in  the  slight  shock  of  dis- 
covering that  the  war  might  touch  one  personally. 
Born  in  the  year  of  the  Crimean  War,  he  had  only 
come  to  consciousness  by  the  time  the  Indian  Mu- 
tiny was  over;  since  then  the  many  little  wars  of 
the  British  Empire  had  been  entirely  professional, 
quite  unconnected  with  the  Forsytes  and  all  they 
stood  for  in  the  body  politic.   This  war  would  surely 
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^  "°  "'iEPt'on-  Buth's  mind  ran  hastily  over  his 
family.  Two  of  the  Haymans,  he  had  heard,  were 
in  some  Yeomanry  or  other  —  it  had  always  been  a 
icf??u  **5?"&'^t'  tJ^ere  was  a  certain  distinction 
about  the  Yeomanry;  they  wore,  or  used  to  wear,  a 

KS  T^^,7'^t^  "'''^'"  ^''^"t  't'  and  rode  horses. 
And  Archibald,  he  remembered,  had  once  on  a  time 

f^lS  S-  if"*'^'t.*'!!*  ^^1  8^^^"  't  "P  because  his 
father,  Nicholas,  had  made  such  a  fuss  about  his 

p«f  !.?^u  'l*!,"l^  P^^cocking  about  in  a  uniform.' 
Recently  he  had  heard  somewhere  that  young  Nich- 
olas s  eldest,  very  young  Nicholas,  had  become  a 
Volunteer.  'No,'  thought  Soames,  mountin"the 
stairs  slowly,  '  there's  nothing  in  that  I ' 

He  stood  on  the  landing  outside  his  parents'  bed 
and  dressing  rooms,  debating  whether  or  not  to  put 
{US  nose  m  and  say  a  reassuring  word.  Opening  the 
teJi"/„^'"'^°^,',  h^  'istened.^  The  rumble  from 

thni^t  ^'  r/tif "  ^^"^  '°""*^  ^«  ^^^^^'  and  with  the 
tnought.  If  these  motor-cars  increase,  it'll  affect 
house  property  he  was  about  to  pass  on  up  to  the 
ra,m  always  kept  ready  for  him  when  he  heard! 
distant  as  yet,  the  hoarse  rushing  call  of  a  news- 

U^j^'  1,  J  ""^L-  ^^''''  and  coming  past  the  house! 
He  knocked  on  his  mother's  door  ind  went  in 

oriS/nnH  '  Tf  ^'«'"&  "P  'n  bed,  with  his  ears 
pricked  under  the  white  hair  which  Emily  kept  so 
beautifully  cut     He  looked  pink,  and  eSrd'- 

n,^rfc  T '.I".u  '  '^*.*'"^  °^  ^^'^e  sheet  and  pillow, 
out  of  which  the  points  of  his  high,  thin,  night- 
gowned  shoulders  emerged  in  smlll  peaks.     Hs 

er^  lli? ^'  ^^^  """^  distrustful  under  their  with- 
ered lids,  were  moving  from  the  window  to  Emily, 
who  m  a  wrapper  was  walking  up  and  down  soueez- 
.ng  a  rubber  ball  attached  tl  a^scent  bSle  The 
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room  reeked  faintly  of  the  eau-de-Cologne  she  was 
spraying. 

"  All  right  I "  said  Soamcs,  "  it's  not  a  fire.    The 
Boers  have  declared  war  —  that's  all." 
Emily  stopped  her  spraying. 
"  Oh! "  was  all  she  said,  and  looked  at  James. 
_   Soames,  too,  looked  at  his  father.    He  was  taking 
It  differently  from  their  expectation,  as  if  some 
thought,  strange  to  them,  were  working  in  him. 

"  H'm ! "  he  muttered  suddenly,  "  I  shan't  live  to 
see  the  end  of  this." 
"  Nonsense,  James !  It'll  be  over  by  Christmas." 
What  do  you  know  about  it? "  James  answered 
her  with  asperity.  "  It's  a  pretty  mess  — at  this 
time  of  night,  too! "  He  lapsed  into  silence,  and 
his  wife  and  son,  as  if  hypnotised,  waited  for  him 
to  say:  'I  can't  tell  — I  don't  know;  I  knew  how 
it  would  be!'  But  he  did  not.  The  grey  eyes 
shifted,  evidently  seeing  nothing  in  the  room;  then 
movement  occurred  under  the  bedclothes,  and  the 
knees  were  drawn  up  suddenly  to  a  great  height. 

"  They  oughc  to  send  out  Roberts.  It  all  comes 
from  mat  fellow  Gladstone  and  his  Majuba." 

The  two  listeners  noted  something  beyond  the 
usual  m  his  voice,  something  of  real  anxiety  It 
was  as  if  he  had  said:  '  I  shall  never  see  the  old 
country  peaceful  and  safe  again.  I  shall  have  to 
die  before  I  know  she's  won.'  And  in  spite  of  the 
feeling  that  James  must  not  be  encouraged  to  be 
fussy,  they  were  touched.  Soames  went  up  to  the 
bedside  and  stroked  his  father's  hand  which  had 
emerged  from  under  the  bedclothes,  long  and  wrin- 
kled with  veins. 

"Mark  my  words!"  said  James,  "consols  will 
go  to  par.    For  all  I  know,  Val  may  go  and  enlist." 
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Emily,  "  you  talk  as 


"  Oh,  come,  Janies ! "  crip 
if  there  were  danger." 

Her  comfortable  voice  seemed  to  soothe  James 
for  once. 

"Well,"  he  muttered,  "  I  told  you  how  it  would 
be.  I  don  t  know,  I'm  sure  —  nobody  tells  me  any- 
thmg.    Are  you  sleeping  here,  my  boy?  " 

The  crisis  was  past,  he  would  now  compose  him- 
self to  his  normal  degree  of  anxiety;  and,  assuring 
his  father  that  he  was  sleeping  in  the  house,  Soames 
pressed  his  hand,  and  went  up  to  his  room. 

The  following  afternoon  witnessed  the  greatest 
crowd  Timothy's  had  known  for  many  a  year  On 
national  occasions,  such  as  this,  it  was,  indeed, 
almost  impossible  to  avoid  going  there.  Not  that 
there  was  any  danger,  or  rather,  only  just  enough 
to  make  it  necessary  to  assure  each  other  that  there 
was  none. 

Nicholas  was  there  early.  He  had  seen  Soames 
tne  night  before  —  Soames  had  said  it  was  bound 
to  come.  This  old  Kruger  was  in  his  dotage  — 
why,  he  must  be  seventy-five  if  he  is  a  day !  (Nich- 
olas was  eighty-three.)  What  had  Timothy  said? 
He  had  had  a  fit  after  Majuba.  These  Boers  were 
a  grasping  ot!  The  dark-haired  Francie,  who  had 
arrived  on  his  heels,  with  the  contradictious  touch 
which  became  the  free  spirit  of  a  daughter  of 
Roger,  chimed  in : 

T  Tv.^^i*'^  Vl^  ^?J  •'  ^"'^'^  Nicholas.  What  price  the 
Uitlanders  ?  What  price,  indeed  I  A  new  expres- 
sion, and  believed  to  be  due  to  her  brother  George 
Aunt  Juley  thought  Francie  ought  not  to  say 
such  a  thing.  Dear  Mrs.  MacAnder's  boy,  Charlie 
MacAnder,  was  one,  and  no  one  could  call  him 
grasping.  At  this  Francie  uttered  one  of  her  mots 
scandalising,  and  so  frequently  repeated-  ' 
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"Well,  his  father's  a  Scotchman,  and  his  mother's 
a  cat." 

Aunt  Juley  covered  her  ears,  too  late,  but  Aunt 
Hester  smiled;  as  for  Nicholas,  he  pouted  —  witti- 
cism of  which  he  was  not  the  author  was  hardly  to 
his  taste.  Just  then  Marian  Tweetyman  arrived, 
followed  almost  immediately  by  young  Nicholas. 
On  seeing  his  son,  Nicholas  rose. 

"  Well,  I  must  be  going,"  he  said,  "  Nick  here 
will  tell  you  what'll  win  the  race."  And  with  this 
hit  at  his  eldest,  who,  as  a  pillar  of  accountancy, 
and  director  of  an  insurance  company,  was  no  more 
addicted  to  sport  than  his  father  had  ever  been,  he 
departed.  Dear  Nicholas!  What  race  was  that? 
Or  was  it  only  one  of  his  jokes  ?  He  was  a  wonder- 
ful man  for  his  age !  How  many  lumps  would  dear 
Marian  take?  And  how  were  Giles  and  Jesse? 
Aunt  Juley  supposed  their  Yeomanry  would  be  very 
busy  now  guarding  the  coast,  though  of  course  the 
Boers  had  no  ships.  But  one  never  knew  what  the 
French  might  do  if  they  had  the  chance,  especially 
since  that  dreadful  Fashoda  scare,  which  had  upset 
Timothy  so  terribly  that  he  had  made  no  invest- 
ments for  months  afterwards.  It  was  the  ingrati- 
tude of  the  Boers  that  was  so  dreadful,  after  every- 
thing had  been  done  for  them  —  Dr.  Jameson  im- 
prisoned, and  he  was  so  nice,  Mrs.  MacAnder  had 
always  said.  And  Sir  Alfred  Milner  sent  out  to 
talk  to  them  —  such  a  clever  man !  She  didn't  know 
what  they  wanted. 

But  at  this  moment  occurred  one  of  those  sensa- 
tions —  so  precious  at  Timothy's  —  which  great  oc- 
casions sometimes  bring  forth: 

"  Miss  June  Forsyte." 

Aunts  Juley  and  Hester  were  on  their  feet  at 
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°J!J*'«  ™^  '?^  ^'■°"  smothered  resentment,  and 
old  affection  bubbling  up,  and  pride  at  the  return 
of  a  prodigal  June!  Well,  this  was  a  surprise! 
Dear  June  —  after  all  these  years  I  And  how  well 
she  was  looking!  Not  changed  at  all!  It  was  al- 
most on  their  lips  to  add,  'And  how  is  your  dear 
grandfather?'  forgetting  in  that  giddy  moment 
that  poor  dear  Jolyon  had  been  in  his  grave  for 
seven  years  now. 

Ever  the  most  courageous  and  downright  of  all 
the  Forsytes,  June,  with  her  decided  chin  and  her 
spinted  eyes  and  her  hair  like  flames,  sat  down, 
slight  and  short,  on  a  gilt  chair  with  a  bead-worked 
seat,  for  all  the  world  as  if  ten  years  had  not  elapsed 
since  she  had  been  to  see  them  —  ten  ytars  of  travel 
and  independence  and  devotion  to  lame  ducks 
Those  ducks  of  late  had  been  all  definitely  painters 
etchers,  or  sculptors,  so  that  her  impatience  with 
the  Forsytes  and  their  hopelessly  inartistic  outlook 
had  become  intense.    Indeed,  she  had  almost  ceased 
to  believe  that  her  family  existed,  and  looked  around 
her  now  with  a  sort  of  challenging  directness  which 
brought  exquisite  discomfort  to  the  roomful.    She 
had  not  expected  to  meet  any  of  them  but '  the  poor 
old  things  ;  and  why  she  had  come  to  see  them  she 
hardly  knew,  except  that,  while  on  her  way  from 
Oxford  Street  to  a  studio  in  Latimer  Road,  she  had 
suddenly  remembered  them  with  compunction  as 
two  long-neglected  old  lame  ducks. 

Aunt  Juley  broke  the  hush  again:  "We've  just 
been  saying,  dear,  how  dreadful  it  is  about  these 
Boers!  And  what  an  impudent  thing  of  that  old 
Kruger!" 

•'Lf^PV.1?"*'!'  ^^'^  J""^-     "I  think  he's  quite 
right.     What  business  have  we  to  meddle  with 
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them  ?  If  he  turned  out  all  those  wretched  Uitland- 
ers  it  would  serve  them  right.  They're  on!y  after 
money." 

The  silence  of  sensation  was  broken  by  Francie 
saying: 

"What?  Are  you  a  pra-Boer?"  (undoubtedly 
the  first  use  of  that  expression). 

"  Well !  Why  can't  we  leave  them  alone?  "  said 
June,  just  as,  in  the  open  doorway,  the  maid  said: 
'Mr.  Soames  Forsyte."  Sensation  on  sensation! 
Greeting  was  almost  held  up  by  curiosity  to  see  how 
June  and  he  would  take  this  encounter,  for  it  was 
shrewdly  suspected,  if  not  quite  known,  that  they 
had  not  met  since  that  old  and  lamentable  affair 
of  her  fiance  Bosinney  with  Soames'  wife.  They 
were  seen  to  just  touch  each  other's  hands,  and 
look  each  at  the  other's  left  eye  only.  Aunt  Juley 
came  at  once  to  the  rescue : 

"  Dear  June  is  so  original.  Fancy,  Soames,  she 
thinks  the  Boers  are  not  to  blame." 

"  They  only  want  their  independence,"  said  June; 
"  and  why  shouldn't  they  have  it? " 

"  Because,"  answered  Soames,  with  his  smile  a 
little  on  one  side,  "  they  happen  to  have  agreed  to 
our  suzerainty." 

"Suzerainty*"  repeated  June  scornfully;  "we 
shc-.ldn't  like  anyone's  suzerainty  over  us." 

"Ihey  got  advantages  in  payment,"  replied 
Soames;  "a  contract  is  a  contract." 

Contracts  are  not  always  just,"  flamed  June, 
"  and  when  they're  not,  they  ought  to  be  broken. 
The  Boers  are  much  the  weaker.  We  could  afford 
to  be  generous." 

Soames  sniffed.     "That's  mere  sentiment,"  he 
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Aunt  Hester,  to  whom  nothing  was  more  awful 
than  any  kind  of  disagreement,  here  leaned  for- 
ward and  remarked  decisively: 

"What  lovely  weather  it  has  been  for  the  time 
of  year  ? 

But  June  was  not  to  be  diverted. 

/'  \^°^'^  ^^"^  ""^y  sentiment  should  be  sneered 
at.  It  s  the  best  thing  in  the  world.  She  looked 
defiantly  round,  and  Aunt  Juley  had  to  intervene 
ag^m: 

"Have  you  bought  any  pictures  lately,  Soames?  " 
Her  mcomparable  instinct  for  the  wrong  subject 
had  not  failed  her.  Soames  flushed.  To  disclose 
the  name  of  his  latest  purchases  would  be  like  walk- 
ing into  the  jaws  of  disdain.  For  somehow  they  all 
knew  of  June's  predilection  for  'genius'  not  yet 

^u  u  iT'/"!  ^"  contempt  for  'success '  unless 
sne  nad  had  a  finger  in  securing. 

'One  or  two,"  he  muttered. 

But  June;s  face  had  changed;  the  Forsyte  within 
her  was  seeing  its  chance.    Why  should  not  Soames 

h.^«T V/  *  A^  ^"'V"''^^  °^  ^"'^  Cobbley  -  her  last 
lame  duck?  And  she  promptly  opened  her  attack: 
Did  Soames  know  his  work?  It  was  so  wonderful. 
He  was  the  commg  man. 
.Oh  yes  Soames  knew  his  work.  It  was  in  his 
public  ^^^^^  and  would  never  get  hold  of  the 
June  blazed  up. 

«,«'.',S^  -T/^  it  won't;  that's  the  last  thing  one 
wouW  wish  for.  I  thought  you  wefe  a  connoifseur. 
not  a  picture-dealer."  ' 

T  l'^^  course  Soames  is  a  connoisseur,"  Aunt 
Juley  sard  hastily;  "he  has  wonderful  taste -he 
Ss"  S'^'  *'"  ^'^'^^^-'i  what's  going  to  be  sue 
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Oh!  gasped  June,  and  sprang  up  from  the 
bead-covered  chair.  "  I  hate  that  r,l  r.a-xrd  of  suc- 
cess. Why  can't  people  buy  tl.ags  beiau.-;  they 
hke  them?" 

"You  mean,"  said  Francie,  '  b'^cau'^e  vow  like 
them."  -^ 

And  in  the  slight  pause  young  Nicholas  was 
heard  saying  gently  that  Violet  (his  third)  was 
takmg  lessons  in  pastel,  he  didn't  know  if  they  were 
any  use. 

"Well,  good-bye.  Auntie,"  said  June;  "I  must 
get  on,"  and  kissing  her  aunts,  she  looked  defiantly 
round  the  room,  said  "  Good-bye  "  again,  and  went. 
A  breeze  seemed  to  pass  out  with  her,  as  if  every- 
one had  sighed. 

The  third  sensation  came  before  anyone  had  time 
to  speak: 

"  Mr.  James  Forsyte." 

James  came  in  using  a  stick  slightly  and  wrapped 
m  a  fur  coat  which  gave  him  a  fictitious  bulk. 

Everyone  stood  up.  James  was  so  old;  and  he 
had  not  been  at  Timothy's  for  nearly  two  years 

"  It's  hot  in  here,"  he  said. 

Soames  divested  him  of  his  coat,  and  as  he  did  so 
could  not  help  admiring  the  glossy  way  his  father 
was  turned  out.  James  sat  down,  all  knees,  elbows, 
frock-coat,  and  long  white  whiskers. 

"  What's  the  meaning  of  that?  "  he  said. 

Though  there  was  no  apparent  sense  in  his  words, 
they  all  knew  that  he  was  referring  to  June.  His 
eyes  searched  his  son's  face. 

"I  thought  I'd  come  and  see  for  myself.  What 
have  they  answered  Kruger?" 

Soames  took  out  an  evening  paper,  and  read  the 
neadline. 
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Instant  artion  by  our  Government  —  state  of 
war  existing! ' " 

"  Ah ! "  said  James,  and  sighed.  "  I  was  afraid 
they'd  cut  and  run  like  old  Gladstone.  We  shall 
finish  with  them  this  time." 

All  stared  at  him.    James!    Always  fussy,  ner- 
vous anxious!    James  with  his  continual,  'I  told 
you  It  would  be!'  and  his  pessimism,  and  his  «u 
tious  investments.    There  was  something  uncanny 
about  such  resolution  in  this  the  oldest  living  For- 

"  Where's  Timothy? "  said  James.  "  He  ouc-ht 
to  pay  attention  to  this."  ^ 

Aunt  Juley  said  she  didn't  know;  Timothy  had 
l^l^L^'^V  lunch.to-day.  Aunt  HesLr  r^e 
safdSrl'aKriyT  °'  '''  ''^'  ^"^  ^™ 
JamJs/'   ^°^"  "'^  ^  ^^'^  ""*  *°  "^'■^<=^'  ""«Je 

"H'm!"  muttered  James.  "  Where  do  you  eet 
yourintormation?    Nobody  tells  me  "         •^*™  ^et 

•Nidc^rhf^^dS'  •■""^'■'^'*^  ^"  ''•^  "'•«!  ^oi«  that 
"  AM  "  5^  !:*?  """^  «^°'"e^  to  drill  regularly. 
J,5  A  """ttered  James,  and  stared  before  him 
—  his  thoughts  were  on  Val.  "  He's  got  to  look 
after  his  mother,"  he  said,  "he's  got  no  time  for 
drilling  and  that,  with  that  father  of  his  "  TOs 
c^hc  saymg  produced   silence,  until   he  spoke 

"What  did  Jmie  want  here?"     And  his  eves 
rested  with  suspicion  on  all  of  them  in  turn.    "Her 

o?  TnLn^  "^^""'u  "r-r  7^^  conversation  turned 
on  Jolyon,  and  when  he  had  been  seen  last  It  was 
supposed  that  he  went  abroad  and  saw  all  sorts  S 
people  now  that  his  wife  was  dead;  his  wat«-^! 
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ours  were  on  the  line,  and  he  was  a  successful  man. 
Francie  went  so  far  as  to  say: 

"  I  should  like  to  see  him  again;  he  was  rather  a 
dear. 

Aunt  Juley  recalled  how  he  had  gone  to  sleep  on 
me  sofa  one  day,  where  James  was  sitting  He 
had  always  been  very  amiable;  what  did  Soames 
think? 

KJiowing  that  Jolyon  was  Irene's  trustee,  all  felt 
the  delicacy  of  this  question,  and  looked  at  Soames 
with  interest.  A  faint  pink  had  come  up  in  his 
«cnccKs. 

"  He's  going  grey,"  he  said. 

Indeed!  Had  Soames  seen  him?  Soames  nod- 
ded, and  the  pink  vanished. 

T  J^'S'^.fS***  suddenly:  "Well  — I  don't  know, 
I  can  t  tell. 

It  so  exactly  expressed  the  sentiment  of  every- 
body present  that  there  was  something  behind  every- 
A '"^'tt  "obody  responded.  But  at  this  moment 
Aunt  Hester  returned. 

"Timothy,"  she  said  in  a  low  voice,  "Timothy 
has  bought  a  map,  and  he's  put  in  — he's  put  in 
three  flags. 

Timothy  had 1  A  sigh  went  round  the  com- 
pany. 

If  Timothy  had  indeed  put  in  three  flags  already, 
well!  — It  showed  what  the  nation  could  do  when 
It  was  roused.    The  war  was  as  good  as  over 
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JOLYON  FINDS  OUT  WHERE  HE  IS 

JoLYON  Stood  at  the  window  in  Holly's  old  nieht 
nursery,  converted  into  a  studio,  not  because  it  had 
a  north  light,  but  for  its  view  over  the  prospect 
away  to  the  Grand  Stand  at  Epsom.  He  shifted  to 
the  side  window  which'  overlooked  the  stableyard, 
and  whistled  down  to  the  dog  Balthasar  who  lajJ 
for  ever  under  the  clock  tower.  The  old  dog  looked 
up  and  wagged  his  tail.  '  Poor  old  boy ! '  thought 
Jolyon  shifting  back  to  the  other  window. 

He  had  been  restless  all  this  week,  since  his  at- 
tempt to  prosecute  trusteeship,  uneasy  in  his  con- 
science which  was  ever  acute,  disturbed  in  his  sense 
of  compassion  which  was  easily  excited,  and  with  a 
queer  sensation  as  if  his  feeling  for  beauty  had  re- 
ceived some  definite  embodiment.  Autumn  was 
getting  hold  of  the  old  oak-tree,  its  leaves  were 
browning.  Sunshine  had  been  plentiful  and  hot 
this  summer.  As. with  trees,  so  with  men's  lives! 
nfjw^  V?  '"''*=  long,' thought  Jolyon; '  I'm  getting 
mildewed  for  want  of  heat.  If  I  can't  work,  I  shaH 
be  off  to  Pans.  But  memory  of  Paris  gave  him  no 
pleasure.  Besides,  how  could  he  go?  He  must 
stay  and  see  what  Soames  was  going  to  do  '  I'm 
her  trustee.     I  can't  leave  her  unprotected.'  h" 
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thought.  It  had  been  striking  him  as  curious  how 
very  clearly  he  could  still  see  Irene  in  her  little 
drawing-room  which  he  had  only  twice  entered 
Her  beauty  must  have  a  sort  of  poignant  harmony! 
No  hteral  portrait  would  ever  do  her  justice;  the 
essence  of  her  was  — ah!  yes,  what?  .  The 

noise  of  hoofs  called  him  back  to  the  other  window 
Holly  was  riding  into  the  yard  on  her  long-tailed 

c?,^  l^^^- .-  ^^^  ^'^^^^  "P  ^"<i  he  waved  to  her. 
bhe  had  been  rather  silent  lately;  getting  old,  he 
supposed,  beginning  to  want  her  future,  as  they  all 
did— younpters!  Time  was  certainly  the  devil! 
And  with  the  feeling  that  to  waste  this  swift-travel- 
ling commodity  was  unforgivable  folly,  he  took  up 
his  brush.  But  It  was  no  use ;  he  could  not  concen- 
trate his  eye  —  besides,  the  light  was  goine  '  I'll 
go  up  to  town,'  he  thought.  In  the  hall  a  servant 
met  nim. 

"A  lady  to  see  you,  sir;  Mrs.  Heron." 

Extraordinary  coincidence!  Passing  into  the 
picture-gallery  as  it  was  still  called,  he  saw  Irene 
standing  over  by  the  window. 

She  came  towards  him  saying: 

"  I've  been  trespassing;  I  came  up  through  the 
coppice  and  garden.  I  always  used  to  come  that 
way  to  see  Uncle  Jolyon." 

^  "You  couldn't  trespass  here."  replied  Jolyon; 
^  history  makes  that  impossible.  I  was  just  think- 
ing of  you. 

Irene  smiled.  And  it  was  as  if  something  shone 
through;  not  mere  spirituality— serener,  completer 
more  alluring. 

tJ'  ■"'!l.°?,'  "  ^^^  ""rmured.  "  I  once  told  Uncle 
Jolyon  that  love  was  for  ever.  Well,  it  isn't.  Only 
aversion  lasts."  ' 
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Had  she  got  over  Bosinney 


JolyonsUredather. 
at  last? 

hai7i'ius?iS''^  n!r"r''f  «=P*'-  than  love  or 
m,.     m"*^  •*?  *^['.y<^  t'^at  Soames  has  been  to  see 

"  What  more  ?  "  '*  ^^  immoral. 

«"  n*/*''^  T"  *°  shake  hands." 
XJid  you  ? 

^^^__At!y<,„  certain],  ™gh,„«togo  on  living  ,h„. 

Heaven  forbid !  "  said  Jolyon.     "  What  a  ^.^ 

Sevem"^^^^^  ^°"  '^"^^  *°  *°-"  =  I  >vanted  to  go  up 
"Truly?" 

oJjl!l^'    VwH.T'^'^y  '■"  fi^e  minutes." 
Un  that  walk  to  the  station  thev  talfc«l  ^f  „:.^ 
and  music,  contrasting  thrSSK  °i  Pp'*"'*^' 
characters  and  the  difference  in  ttirattitud^f 

ready  burned,  the  turn  of  her  neck,  ThelSiS 
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Of  those  dark  eyes  bent  on  him  now  and  then,  the 
lure  of  her  whole  figure,  made  a  deeper  impression 

uu  ,j  u-'"*''"?/'"  ^^"^y  exchanged.  Unconsciously 
he  held  himself  straighter,  walked  with  a  more  elas- 
tic step. 

In  the  train  he  put  her  through  a  sort  of  catechism 
as  to  what  she  did  with  her  days. 

Made  her  dresses,  shopped,  visited  a  hospital, 
played  her  piano,  translated  from  the  French.  She 
had  regular  work  from  a  publisher,  it  seemed,  which 
supplemented  her  income  a  little.  She  seldom  went 
out  m  the  evening.  "  I've  been  living  alone  so  long, 
you  see,  that  I  don't  mind  it  a  bit.  I  believe  I'm 
naturally  solitary." 

"I  don't  believe  that,"  said  Jolyon.  "Do  you 
know  many  people?" 

"  Very  few." 

At  Waterloo  they  took  a  hansom,  and  he  drove 
with  her  to  the  door  of  her  mansions.  Squeezing 
her  hand  at  parting,  he  said : 

o  't-^°^-,'f"°^'  y°"  *=°"'<^  always  come  to  us  at 
Kobin  Hill;  you  must  let  me  know  everythine  that 
happens.    Good-bye,  Irene." 

"  Good-bye,"  she  answered  softly. 

Jolyon  climbed  back  into  his  cab,  wondering  why 
he  had  not  asked  her  to  dine  and  go  to  the  theatre 
u  A,  "«  Solitary,  starved,  hung-up  life  that  she 
had!  "Hotch  Potch  Club,"  he  laid  through  the 
trap-door.  A  s  his  hansom  debouched  on  to  the  Em- 
bankment, a  man  in  top-hat  and  overcoat  passed, 
walking  quickly,  so  close  to  the  wall  that  he  seemed 
to  be  scraping  it. 

'By  Jove!'  thought  Jolyon;  'Soames  himself! 
r™?«w!.,  "P  to  now?'  And,  stopping  the  cab 
round  the  comer  he  got  out  and  retraced  his  steps  to 
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where  he  could  see  the  entrance  to  the  mansions 
Soames  had  halted  in  front  of  them,  and  was  TZ 
l^  "P^f  V?'=  "S:ht  in  her  windows.  '  If  he  ^i^n  ' 
thought  Jolyon, '  what  shall  I  do  ?    What  Kf  Jh. 

sff  *°  ^?-  .'u-  ^^*  '^'  f«"°w  had  sail  waTtrSl 
She  was  still  his  wife,  absolutely  without  nrotect^n 

-nsi^S-   A^al^stS?dvrS^h?:S^tt 

£^S^|^^nf!-L.^S.^XS 

ri^l,  ^""l^'P^J^'P*  P^^'^  ^'th  his  own.     But  he 

Hallo!     answered  Jolyon.     "You?" 
1  he  quick  suspicion  on  his  cousin's  face  white  in 
the  lamplight,  decided  him  '      "*  '" 

Wesi.^"  give  you  a  lift."  he  said,  "  if  you're  going 

"•v^'t^'"  ^"s.^«'"5«l  Soames,  and  got  in. 
cabLd  sSrted"'"^  '""^'"  ^^'^  J°'>'-  when  the 
"Indeed!" 

stand""  "^^"^  *°  '^^  ^^^  y^^*<='-'J^y  yourself,  I  under- 

know."'^''^'"  '"'^  ^°'"''''  "'^'''  '"y  wife,  you 
The  tone,  the  half-lifted  sneering  lip,  roused  sud- 
den anger  m  Jolyon ;  but  he  subdued  it 

You  ought  to  know  best,"  he  said  "  but  if  vo„ 
want  a  divorce  it's  not  very  wise  to  go  sS„g  h^er! 
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«K.'yT°!!'"  ^^^^  ^T*  *°  *^™  "«'"  said  Soames, 
but  I  have  not  made  up  my  mind." 

She  has,"  said  Jolyon,  looking  straight  before 
hmi ;  you  can  t  take  things  up,  you  know,  as  they 
were  twelve  years  ago."  ' 

"  That  remains  to  be  seen." 

"Look  here! "  said  Jolyon,  " she's  in  a  damnable 
position  and  I  am  the  only  person  with  any  legal  say 
m  her  affairs.  ^ 

"Except  myself,"  retorted  Soames,  "who  am 
also  in  a  damnable  position.  Hers  is  what  she  made 
for  herself ;  mine  what  she  made  for  me.  I  am  not 
at  all  sure  that  in  her  own  interests  I  shan't  require 
her  to  return  to  me." 

"What!"  exclaimed  Jolyon;  and  a  shiver  went 
through  his  whole  body. 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  may  mean  by  '  what '  " 
answered  Soames  coldly;  "  your  say  in  her  affairs  is 
confined  to  paying  out  her  income ;  please  bear  that  in 
mind.  In  choosing  not  to  disgrace  her  by  a  divorce 
I  retained  my  rights,  and,  as  I  s;  ,  I  am  not  at  all 
sure  that  I  shan  t  require  to  exercise  them  " 

My  God ! "  ejaculated  Jolyon,  and  he  uttered  a 
short  laugh. 

".y^^;" /.^'<1  Soames,  and  there  was  a  deadly 
quality  in  his  voice.  "  I've  not  forgotten  the  nick- 
name your  father  gave  me, '  The  man  of  property  I ' 
I  m  not  called  names  for  nothing." 

"This  is  fantastic,"  murmured  Jolyon.  Well 
the  fellow  couldn't  force  his  wife  to  live  with  him' 
Those  days  were  past,  anyway!  And  he  looked 
round  at  Soames  with  the  thought: '  Is  he  real,  this 
man  f      But  Soames  looked  vet-"'  real,  sitting  square 
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Sf  a  Sed^mil  "^tV*""^'"^  ^'l"'"'^  ^  "P  *as  lifted 
T^i       ^     ,^-    ^I'ere  was  a  bng  silence  while 

S«  wo?J '*  •■  sSr,'  ''I  ^^lP-/h-"ve  made' 
tnings  worse.     Suddenly  Soames  said: 

her  in  rjlv^y?.^  "^'^  ^^^  ^^^  "'"'d  happen  to 

At  those  words  such  a  turmoil  began  takine  olace 

wait^?  tl'''  could  barely  sit  stiS  inSbHt 

^^Hc  A^^  ^^"^  ^""^  "P  with  hundreds  of  thou- 

tWne  fn  fhe  Tr'^^'^u'  "^"^"^  "P  ^'^^  *at  some- 
h^ln^f  I,-  "^t'opal  character  which  had  always 
been  to  h.m  revoltmg.  something  which  he  knew  to 

inexplicable  — their  intense  belief  in  contracts  and 
vested  rights  their  complacent  sense  of  virtuffn  the 
taction  of  those  rights.    Here  fK^side  him  in   he 

UwS'  S'thfLr^^"^*'.*^^  corporeal  si  a 
r«Z  ♦  '  ,    T     possessive  instinct  — his  own  kins- 

S'c~'    ?u-^^'  ""*=^""y  ^"d  intolerableT  'But 
As  I  say,"  said  Soames,  « I  have  not  mad*.  i,n 

I  can  give  you  no  such  promise,"  he  said  shortly 

cab  he  got  ouftiS  t?rd  or'S^TfSV^ 

Jolyon  travelled  on  to  his  Qub.        ^       tarewell. 

The  first  news  of  the  war  was  being  called  in  the 
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S'"S!;h?r?''^?'**T*u-^°i'°?-  What  could  he  do 
Z.^Au  I  "  °'^y  ^^^  ^at'ier  were  alive!  He 
cou  d  have  done  so  much  1  But  why  could  he  not  do 
all  that  his  father  could  have  done?  Was  he  nS 
old  enough  ?  _  turned  fifty  and  twice  married  whh 
grown-up   daughters   and   a   son.       'K'   he 

°"^  V  \^^  '^^^^'^  P'^'"  I  shouldn't  ffinking 
twice  about  it.  Beauty  is  the  devil,  when  vouvf 
sensitive  to  it! '  And  into  the  Club  rSdta^m 
he  went  with  a  disturbed  heart.  In  t4?verf  "ST 
he  and  Bosimiey  had  talked  one  summer  Sn^. 

^^  r  Lr'"T'^"«'  ^^«"  "ow  the  disguiSd  Tnd 
secret  lerture  he  had  given  that  young  man  X  ki- 
terests  of  June  the  diagnosis  of  the  Forsytes  he  had 
hazarded;  and  how  he  had  wondered  what  sort  of 
woman  It  was  he  was  warning  him  against.  And 
"tT«  a  "  ^as^^ost  in  want  of  a  warning  himself 
fu^y!'"'  "^'     ^'  **'°"^^*'  '«^"y  d<^°<:«d 
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CHAPTER   XIV 

SOAMES  DISCOVERS   WHAT   HE   WANTS 

It  is  so  much  easier  to  say,  "  Then  we  know  where 
we  are,"  than  to  mean  anything  particular  by  the 
words.  And  in  saying  them  Soames  did  but  vent 
the  jealous  rankling  of  his  instincts.  He  got  out  of 
the  cab  in  a  state  of  w^ry  anger  —  with  himself  for 
not  havmg  seen  Irene,  with  Jolyon  for  having  seen 
her;  and  now  with  his  inability  to  tell  exactly  what 
he  wanted. 

He  had  abandoned  the  cab  because  he  could  not 
bear  to  remain  seated  beside  his  cousin,  and  walk- 
mg  briskly  eastwards  he  thought:  '  I  wouldn't  trust 
that  fellow  Jolyon  a  yard.  Once  outcast,  always 
outcast! '  The  chap  had  a  natural  sympathy  with 
—  with  —  laxity  (he  had  shied  at  the  word  sin,  be- 
cause it  was  too  melodramatic  for  use  by  a  Forsyte). 

Indecision  in  desire  was  to  him  a  new  feeling. 
He  was  like  a  child  between  a  promised  toy  and  an 
old  one  which  had  been  taken  away  from  him;  and 
he  was  astonished  at  himself.  Only  last  Sunday  de- 
sire had  seemed  simple  —  just  his  freedom  and  An- 
nette. '  I'll  go  and  dine  there,'  he  thought.  To  see 
her  might  bring  back  his  singleness  of  intention, 
calm  his  exasperation,  clear  his  mind. 

The  restaurant  was  fairly  full  —  a  good  many 
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foreigiiers  and  folk  whom,  from  their  appearance, 
he  took  to  be  literary  or  artistic.     Scraps  of  conver- 
sation came  his  way  through  the  clatter  of  plates 
and  glasses.     He  distinctly  heard  the  Boers  sym- 
pathised with,  the  British   Government  blamed. 
Don  t  think  much  of  their  clientele,'  he  thought. 
He  went  stolidly  through  his  dinner  and  special 
coffee  without  making  his  presence  known,  and 
when  at  last  he  had  finished,  was  careful  not  to  be 
seen  going  towards  the  sanctum,  of  Madame  La- 
motte.    They  were,  as  he  expected,  havitjg  supper 
—  such  a  much  nicer-looking  supper  than  the  dinner 
he  had  eaten  that  he  felt  a  kind  of  grief  —  and  they 
greeted  him  with  a  surprise  so  seemingly  genuine 
that  he  thought  with  sudden  suspicion:  'I  believe 
they  knew  I  was  here  all  the  time.'    He  gave  An- 
nette a  look  furtive  and  searching.    So  pretty,  seem- 
mgly  so  candid ;  could  she  be  angling  for  him  ?    He 
turned  to  Madame  Lamotte  and  said : 
"  I've  been  dining  here." 

Really!  If  she  had  only  known!  There  were 
di.... ^a  she  could  have  recommended;  what  a  pity! 
Soames  was  confirmed  in  his  suspicion.  '  I  must 
<K°"*  '■*^*  ^'"^  doing! '  he  thought  sharply. 
Another  little  cup  of  very  special  coffee,  mon- 
sieur; a  liqueur,  Grand  Marnier  ? "  and  Madame  La- 
motte rose  to  order  these  delicacies. 

Alone  with  Annette,  Soames  said,  "Well,  An- 
nette?" with  a  defensive  little  smile  about  his  lips 

The  girl  blushed.  This,  which  last  Sunday  would 
have  set  his  nerves  tingling,  now  gave  him  much  the 
same  feeling  a  man  has  when  a  dog  that  he  owns 
wriggles  and  looks  at  him.  He  had  a  curious  sense 
of  power,  as  if  he  could  have  said  to  her, '  Come  and 
kiss  me,'  and  she  would  have  come.    And  yet  —  it 
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was  strange -but  there  seemed  another  face  and 
form  m  the  room  too;  and  the  itch  in  his  nerves,  was 

w,r J  l^  ~?'  *°'"  ^'' '  ^^  i"'^'^  h«  head  to- 
ward the  restaurant  and  said:  "You  have  some 
queer  customers.     Do  you  like  this  life  ?  " 

Annette  looked  up  at  him  for  a  moment,  looked 
down,  and  played  with  her  fork. 

^  No,"  she  said,  "  I  do  not  like  it." 
B.,t  rr*  ''fi  thought  Soames,  'if  I  want  her. 
But  do  I  want  her?  She  was  graceful,  she  was 
Pl''^*y  —  ''^^yP^^y:  she  was  fresh,  she  had  taste 
of  a  land.  H.s  eyes  travelled  round  the  little  room ; 
but  the  eyes  of  his  mmd  went  another  journey  — a 
half-hght,  and  silvery  walls,  a  satinwood  piano,  a 
woman  standing  agajnst  it,  reined  back  as  it  were 
trom  him  — a  woman  with  white  shoulders  that  he 

&u  "^  ^'^  T'  ^^^^  ^^  ^^^  «0"&ht  to  know,  and 
hair  hke  dull  dark  amber.  And  as  in  an  artist  who 
strives  for  the  unreahsable  and  is  ever  thirsty,  so 
there  rose  in  him  at  that  moment  the  thirst  of  the 
old  passion  he  had  never  satisfied. 

"  Well,"  he  said  calmly,  "  you're  young.  There's 
everything  before  you."  ^      ^ncrcs 

Annette  shook  her  head. 

"I  think  sometimes  there  is  nothing  before  me 
but  hard  work.  I  am  not  so  in  love  .with  work  as 
mother. 

"Your  mother  is  a  wonder,"  said  Soames,  faintiv 
mocking;     she  will  never  let  failure  lodge  in  her 

Annette  sighed.  "  It  must  be  wonderful  to  be 
rich. 

"Oh!  You'll  be  rich  some  day."  answered 
boamcs,  still  with  that  faint  mockery;  "don't  be 


li^^01lir^f1tfK^?«kfe»¥LiP 


SOAMES  DISCOVERS  WHAT  HE  WANTS     137 

Annette  shrugged  her  shoulders.  "  Monsieur  is 
very  kind."  And  between  her  pouting  lips  she  put 
a  chocolate. 

'  Yes,  my  dear,'  thought  Soames,  '  they're  very 
pretty.'  '  •' 

Madame  Lamotte,  with  coffee  and  liqueur,  put  an 
end  to  that  colloquy.     Soames  did  not  stay  long. 

Outside  in  the  streets  of  Soho,  which  always  gave 
him  such  a  feeling  of  property  improperly  owned, 
he  mused.    If  only  Irene  had  given  him  a  son,  he 
wouldn't  now  be  squirming  after  women!    The 
thought  had  jumped  out  of  its  little  dark  sentry-box 
m  his  inner  consciousness.    A  son  —  something  to 
look  forward  to,  something  to  make  the  rest  of  life 
worth  while,  something  to  leave  himself  to,  some 
perpetuity  of  self.     '  If  I  had  a  son,'  he  thought  bit- 
terly, '  a  proper  legal  son,  I  could  make  shift  to  go 
on  as  I  used.    One  woman's  much  the  same  as  an- 
other, after  all.'    But  as  he  walked  he  shook  his 
head.     No!    One  woman  was  not  the  same  as  an- 
other.    Many  a  time  had  he  tried  to  think  that  in 
the  old  days  of  his  thwarted  married  life ;  and  he  had 
always  failed.     He  was  failing  now.     He  was  try- 
ing to  think  Annette  the  same  as  that  other.  But  she 
was  not,  she  had  not  the  lure  of  that  old  passion. 
'  And  Irene's  my  wife,'  he  thought, '  my  legal  wife. 
I  have  done  nothing  to  put  her  away  from  me. 
Wliy  shouldn't  she  come  back  to  me  ?    It's  the  right 
thing,  the  lawful  thing.    It  makes  no  scandal,  no 
disturbance.    If  it's  disagreeable  to  her  —  but  why 
should  it  be?    I'm  not  a  leper,  and  she  —  she's  no 
longer  in  love  I '    Why  should  he  be  put  to  the  shifts 
and  the  sordid  disgraces  and  the  lurking  defeats  of 
the  Divorce  Court,  when  there  she  was  like  an  empty 
house  only  waiting  to  be  retaken  into  use  and  pos- 
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session  by  him  who  legaUy  owned  her  ?  To  one  so 
secretive  as  Soames  the  thought  of  reentry  into 
quiet  possession  of  his  own  property  with  nothinir 
given  away  tc  the  world  was  intensely  alluring 
No,  he  mused,    I'm  glad  I  went  to  see  that  girl. 

™  K  °w.,?'w^*  ^  *^*.  ?°^^-  "  o°ly  If ene  will 
come  back  I U  be  as  considerate  as  she  wishes;  she 
could  give  her  own  Ufe;  but  perhaps  —  perhaps  she 

riSJ "^* "iTl^?*',  '^^'^^ ^^  a  1""P in  his 
throat.    And  doggedly  along  by  the  railings  of  the 

Green  Park,  towards  his  father's  house,  he  went. 

:J7'u^.»°  *''*^*'  °"  hi*  shadow  walking  before  him  in 
the  brilliant  moonlight  "«"'iu 
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THE  THIRD   GENERATION 

Jolly  Forsyte  was  strolling  down  High  Street, 
Oxford,  on  a  November  afternoon;  Val  Dartie  was 
strolling  up  Jolly  had  just  changed  out  of  boating 
flannels  and  was  on  his  way  to  the  '  Frying-pan,'  to 
which  he  had  recently  been  elected.  Val  had  just 
changwl  out  of  riding  clothes  and  was  on  his  way 
to  the  fire  —  a  bookmaker's  in  Cornmarket 
"Hallo!"  said  Jolly. 
"Hallo!  "replied  Val. 

The  cousins  had  mr  but  twice,  Jolly,  the  second- 
year  man,  havin'-  nvited  the  freshman  to  breakfast  • 
and  last  evenir  hey  had  seen  each  other  agair 
under  somewha..  cxotic  circumstances. 

Over  a  tailor's  in  the  Cornmarket  resided  one  of 
those  privileged  young  beings  called  minors,  whose 
inheritances  are  large,  whose  parents  are  dead, 
whose  guardians  are  remote,  and  whose  instincts 
are  vicious.  At  nineteen  he  had  commenced  one  of 
those  careers  attractive  and  inexplicable  to  ordinary 
mortals  for  whom  a  single  bankruptcy  is  good  as  a 
feast.  A  Iready  famous  for  having  the  only  roulette 
table  then  to  be  found  in  Oxford,  he  was  antici- 
pating his  expectations  at  a  dazzling  rate.  He  out- 
crummed  Crum,  though  of  a  sanguine  and  rather 
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^o? 'S  viliKl^  ''''•^''^'''  f^«""-ting Ian- 

to  b^'  taken  Thir.  f^'*  ^'^"  "'/*'"  "^^""-^  "^  baptism 
^„J?      .^    ^"^"^^  *°  PJay  roulette;  in  the  nature  of 

thTouTh T^^°r  '^•?  '-'o^olieg.,  afterturt 

On?r  durinrth^r  "^ •°''  P^."  ^^^«  deceptive! 

S  opposiif  *"  'S"^  "'  ^'"°''^-. °f  his  cousinTS 
h!  hTnofseenhLTgfr^'  ""^''''''  ^^  '«'"'^--" 

jo;?s  i:;s^ir'-'^  ^"'  '^^^^  ^-'"  -<» 

tic^ln^ZI;- '  w"^  them  together,  would  have  no- 
ticed an  unseizable  resemblance  between  these  sec- 
ond cousms  of  the  third  generation  of  pCrsytes-  the 
same  bone  formation  in  face,  though  Jdly's^ies 
were^rker  grey,  his  hair  lighter  and^more  wav? 
Jolly  """■"'•  *'""''  ^^'*^'-'  P'«a«,"  said 

"Have  one  of  my  cigarettes?"  said  Val  "I 
saw  you  last  night.    Howdidyoudo?" 

"  I  didn't  play." 

"  I  won  fifteen  quid." 

Though  desirous  of  repeating  a  whimsical  com- 
ment on  gambling  he  had  once  heard  his  father  Se 
-  When  you're  fleeced  you're  sick,  and  when  you 
fleece  you  re  sorry '  -  Jolly  contented  himself  wkh  : 

chapn?sTaVfS.''  "^^  ^*  ''^^^  ^'■^'^  '^' 
"Oh!    I  don't  know,"  said  Val,  as  one  mieht 

gS  sp"  ?t''"''  °' '  '"P"'""^"'  ^°^  '• "''«'« « p^^tty 

They  exchanged  whifl^s  in  silence. 

"Ti,    .    "*"*  •'"^  P'^^P'^'  *<*"'*  you?"  said  Jolly 
They're  coming  up  to-morrow."  "^    ^ 
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Val  grew  a  little  red. 

"  Really !  I  can  give  you  a  rare  good  tip  for  the 
Manchester  November  handicap." 

"Thanks,  I  only  take  interest  in  the  classic 
races. 

"You  can't  make  any  money  over  them,"  said 
Val. 

"  I  hate  the  ring,"  said  Jolly;  "  there's  such  a  row 
and  stink.     I  like  the  paddock." 

"  I  like  to  back  my  judgment,"  answered  Val. 

Jolly  smiled;  his  smile  was  like  his  father's.  "  I 
haven't  got  any.     I  always  lose  money  if  I  bet." 

"^  You  have  to  buy  experience,  of  course." 

"  Yes,  but  it's  all  messed  up  with  doing  people  in 
the  eye." 

"  Of  course,  or  they'll  do  you  -  that's  the  excite- 
ment." 

Jolly  looked  a  little  scornful. 

"What  do  you  do  with  yourself?    Row?" 

"  No  —  ride,  and  drive  about.  I'm  going  to  play 
polo  next  term,  if  I  can  get  my  granddad  to  stump 
up." 

"That's  old  Uncle  James,  isn't  it?  What's  he 
like  ?  " 

"  Older  than  forty  hills,"  said  Val,  "  and  always 
thinking  he's  going  to  be  ruined." 

"^  I  suppose  my  grandad  and  he  were  brothers." 

"  \^°^'.^  believe  any  of  that  old  lot  were  sports- 
men," said  Val;  "they  must  have  worshipped 
money." 

"  Mine  didn't ! "  said  Jolly  warmly. 

Val  flipped  the  ash  off  his  cigarette. 

"  Money's  only  fit  to  spend,"  he  said ;  "  I  wish  the 
deuce  I  had  more." 

Jolly  gave  him  that  direct  upward  look  of  judg- 
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S,"^^^  ?*  ^^  '"^"'^^^  from  old  Jolyon-  One 
lena.  while  they  drank  tea  and  ate  the  buttered 

;  'Rainbow.'    What  do  you  think  of  the  war  ?  " 

Whvdon'Uh°  ^^'-     '^^'•^'^"  ^'■'^"'^  sporSI  bit. 
"  W°  *  *.^^y  *^°™e  o"t  'nto  thL  open  ?  " 
.Why  should  they?    They've  e-ot  ev#.rvfi,;„„ 

"  They  can  ride  and  shoot,"  admitted  Val  "  hut 

stt^too,  isnt  he?    Rather  La-di-da  and  Brumma- 

y?;.fd  fiddly :  "  He's  a  friend  of  mine." 

.      Oh!    Sorry!"    And  they  sat  awkwardly  star 

•n?  past  eadh  other,  haying  pitched^  thdr  Set 

pomts  of  snobbery.     For  Jolly  was  formLSsS 

unconsciously  on  a  set  whose  motto  wa?"  We"  ef  y 

you  to  bore  us.     Life  isn't  half  long  Inoueh   and 

we'regoing  to  talk  faster  and  more  cfisp^do  more 

and  know  more,  and  dwell  less  on  any  subiect  than 

you  can  possibly  imagine.    We  are  4he^Sst '^^ 

made  of  wire  and  whipcord.'    And  Val  was  unco7 

scmusly  forming  himself  on  a  set  whose  mottS  wa? 

We  defy  you  to  interest  or  excite  us.    We  have 

we^ha^r  Wet?"'  °\''  -^^}^-^^%  we  preJend 
we  nave.     We  are  so  exhausted  with  livine- that  nn 

teuantr'^'Ai''"."^-    ^'  -"  'ose^r  sSm 
TverXT    S  j,^?''^:iflown  fast  and  are  past 

^-ompetitive  spirit,  bone-deep  in  the  English,  was 
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obliging  those  two  young  Forsytes  to  have  ideals; 
and  at  the  close  of  a  century  ideals  are  mixed.  The 
aristocracy  had  already  in  the  main  adopted  the 
jumping-jesus'  principle;  though  here  and  there 
one  Uke  Lrum— -who  was  an  honourable  —  stood 
lu^^  ?F"^  ^°''  ^^^^  gambler's  Nirvana  which 
naa  been  the  summum  bonum  of  the  old  '  dandies  ' 
and  of  the  mashers  •  in  the  eighties.  And  round 
Crura  were  still  gathered  a  forlorn  hope  of  blue- 
birds with  a  plutocratic  following. 

But  there  was  between  the  cousins  another  far 
less  obvious  antipathy  — coming  from  the  unseiz- 
able  family  resemblance,  which  each  perhaps  re- 
sented; or  from  some  half-consciousness  of  that  old 
feud  persisting  still  between  their  branches  of  the 
clan,  formed  within  them  by  odd  words  or  half-hints 
dropped  by  their  elders.  And  Jolly,  tinkling  his 
teaspoon,  was  musing:  '  His  tie-pin  and  his  waist- 
coat and  his  drawl  and  his  betting  —  good  Lord ! ' 

And  Val,  finishing  his  bun,  was  thinking:  '  He's 
rather  a  young  beast!' 

"I  suppose  you'll  be  meeting  your  people? "  he 
said,  getting  up.     "  I  wish  you'd  tell  them  I  should 
like  to  show  them  over  B.N.C.  — not  that  there's 
anything  much  there  —  if  they'd  care  to  come  " 
Thanks,  I'll  ask  them." 

"Would  they  lunch?  I've  got  rather  a  decent 
scout. 

Jolly  doubted  if  they  would  have  time 
"  You'll  ask  them,  though  ?  " 

.v^'Xt"^  ?°°1j°^  y°"'"  ^*'**  J°"y'  f""y  meaning 
a}  j  *;?,1^°VH"°*  ^°''  ''"*'  instinctively  polite,  he 
added :    You'd  better  come  and  have  dinner  with  us 
to-morrow. 
"Rather.    What  time?" 
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"  Seven-thirty." 
"Dress?" 

alivi^win^thent'^y  ^'■'^''  "  ^"^'^'^  ^"^^^-»« 
Holly  and  her  father  arrived  by  a  middav  train 
It  was  her  first  visit  to  the  city  of  spireS  drums' 

brother  wh?''^  "''""*'  '"^'^"^  ^'"^°^t  shjly  S 
After  LnrJcJ,"^^'  Pf'*.^^  t'^'*  wonderful  place 
goi  wiSf  in^'n^"'^"'''*''-  ^'^ining  Ws  household 
wa7DaTelled  InHA7"°'"y-  J""^'*  sitting-room 
was  panelled,  and  Art  represented  by  a  set  of  Bartn. 

max  evmence  of  his  boy's  character  and  tastes 

.  Jolly  was  anxious  that  they  should  see  him  row 

mg,  so  they  set  forth  to  the  rier     Hdly  Sweln 

best-looking  boy  of  the  lot;  Holly,  as  Ke  a  sis 
ter,  was  more  struck  by  one  or  two  of  tKhers  but 
would  not  have  said  so  for  the  world  The  Aver 
was  bright  that  afternoon,  the  meadows  lush  ThI 
^ees  still  beautiful  with  Colour  StiS^^ 
peace  clung  around  the  old  city;  Jolyon  SsS 
fen  ^  Y'  "''"^^'"^  '^  '^'  weathrheM.  tS^ 
ilarges- Jolly  s  face  was  very  set,  so  as  not  to 
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river  w  ^''.:^^'J'^°^P-  They  returned  across  the 
river  and  waited  for  him. 

"  iSa  ["  ^*i^  J°"y  i"  the  Christ  Church  meadows, 
to-nfeht  11^  ^^'^'.'^/P  ^^'  °^^*'«  t°  dine  with  us 
vouB  Nr  «?>rf.f*^**J°T,!.'r  y°"  '""*=h  ^"d  show 
IT  lA  '\?u  *^?"^''*  ^  d  '^"^'" :  then  you  needn't 
go.     I  don't  hke  him  much." 

with  pS  ''^*^''  "^"""^  **''*  ''^''  '^^°'"«  ^"*"s«^ 
''Why  not?" 

.h'l^^^  j1°".'^''"°^-     ^«  seems  to  me  rather 

i^aa  -"    He  s  only  a  second  cousin,  isn't  he  ? " 
Jolyon  took  refuge  in  a  smile 

"'  ^'ri,"r°iy'','»*'x5^!?'  "  "h^  s^^  his  uncle." 
I  hked  Val,'    Holly  answered,  starine  at  the 
ground  before  her;  "his  uncle  looked -^awfully 

t.l^'^^Z'^  ever,"  said  Jolyon  with  whimsical  in- 
tention hear  our  family  history,  my  dears?  It's 
quite  a  fairy  tale.  The  first  Jolyon  Forsyte  —  at  all 
events  the  first  we  know  anything  of,  and  that  would 
be  your  great-great-grandfather  — dwelt  in  the 
land  of  Dorset  on  the  edge  of  the  sea,  being  by  pro- 
ff  .n?  ?^  agriculturalist,'  as  your  great-lunt  put 
It  and  the  son  of  an  agriculturist  —  farmers,  in 
fact;  your  grandfather  used  to  call  them,  'Very 

3  u  ii"^^^  '*v"^'"«^  '*■  ^"d  with  the  other  eye 
oTSrXeVrfacT"  P'"""  '"  ''''  ^"^''*  ^°P 
"  We  may  suppose  him  thick  and  sturdy,  standing 
for  England  as  it  was  before  the  Industrial  Era  be- 
gan.    The  second  Jolyon  Forsyte  — your  great- 
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Fo^Jf^    'k'  ^fl'  **""■  H°*"  ^  Superior  Dosset 
S  ^^tr  •'"'•*  ]>»"?«.  so  the  chronicle  runs,  begat 
ten  children  and  migrated  to  London  towa    ft  is 
known  that  he  drank  sherry.    We  may  suppose  him 
representing  the  England  of  Napoleon's  wars,  and 
genera  unrest.    The  eldest  of  his^six  sons  was  the 
third  Jolyon    your  grandfather,  my  dears  — tea 
merchant  and  chairman  of  companies,  one  of  the 
soundest  Englishmen  who.ever  lived -1  and  to  tne 
the  dearest."    Jolyon's  voiie  had  lost  its  irony°and 
his  son  and  daughter  gazed  at  him  solemnly.     "  He 
was  just  and  tenacious,  tender  and  young  at  heart 
You  remember  him,  and  I  remember  him.    Pass  to 
the  others!    \ our  gi^eat-uncle  James,  that's  young 
Vals  grandfather,  had  a  son  called  Soames- 

■  MnL^%^T:''  *^^^  i  "°  '°^«=  '°^*'  and  I  don't 
^5-M  *fc  '*  yo"vJa"^«  *"d  the  other  eight 
children  of  Superior  Dosset,'  of  whom  there  are  still 

iZt^P  ""^l  ^  ^^'^  *?  I'''^^  represented  Victorian 
England,  with  its  principles  of  trade  and  individual- 
ism at  five  per  cent,  and  your  money  back  —  if  vou 
know  what  that  means.     At  all  events  they've 
turned  thirty  thousand  pounds  into  a  cool  million 
between  them  in  the  course  of  their  long  lives. 
They  never  did  a  wild  thing  — unless  it  was  your 
great-uncle  Swithin,  who  I  believe  was  once  swin- 
dled at  thimble-rig  and  was  called  'Four-in-hand 
Forsyte    because  he  drove  a  pair.     Their  day  is 
passing,  and  their  typt',  not  altogether  for  the  ad- 
vantage of  the  country.     They  were  pedestrian,  but 
they  too  were  sound.     I  am  the  fourth  Jolyon  For- 
syte —  a  poor  holder  of  the  name  —  " 
hand^°'  ^''^'"  ^^''*  ■^°"^'  ^""^  ^°"y  squeezed  his 
"  Yes,"  repeated  Jolyon, "  a  poor  specimen,  repre- 
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t^v'^nll^n^^^'^'  '"'^^'^  ''"*  **=  «="<!  of  the  cen- 
tury^ unearned  income,  amateurism,  and  individual 

Inn^^  V*  different  thing  from  individualism. 
Jolly.  You  are  the  fifth  Jolyon  Forsyte,  old  man 
and  you  open  the  ball  of  the  new  century  " 

As  he  spoke  they  turned  in  through  the  coUeee 
gates,  and  Holly  said:  "  It's  fascinating,  Dad."    ^ 

JVone  of  them  quite  knew  what  she  meant.    Jolly 

hoSf  «n'?i°V'  ^j^^W'shed,  as  only  an  Oxford 
hostel  can  be,  for  lack  of  modernity,  provided  one 

S  S';r'"^'*  private  sittingJoo'm°T„whS 
Holly  sat  to  receive,  white-f rocked,  shy,  and  alone 
when  the  only  guest  arrived.  ' 

>,»?f ''^'"a^^""^  "^^U'I  *"'"•=''  ^  "oth,  Val  took  her 
hand.      And   wouldn't    she    wear    this    'measly  . 

rZfJ  It  would  look  ripping  in  her  hair.  He 
removed  a  gardenia  from  his  coat. 

Oh !    No,  thank  you  —  I  couldn't  I "    Bu^  she 
took  It  and  pinned  it  at  her  neck,  having  suddenl'y  re- 

wo!llK.*Jff  "^""'^  'i'^ry'-'  V^l'«  buttonhole 
would  g^ye  offence;  and  she  so  much  wanted  Jolly 
to  like  him.    Did  she  realise  that  Val  was  at  his 

fcn,\"'',fT.!'*''* '"  her  presence,  and  was  that,  per- 
haps, half  the  secret  of  his  attraction  for  her  ? 

.  I  never  said  anything  about  our  ride,  Vai." 
Kather  not !    It's  just  betv/een  us." 

By  the  uneasiness  of  his  hands  and  the  fidgeting 
of  his  feet  he  was  giving  her  a  sense  of  power  vei^ 
delicious ;  a  soft  feeling  too  —  the  wish  to  make  him 

lovel^  "  *^"  "'^  ^'^"*  0>tford    It  must  be  ever  so 

^uYf '  ^^"i^^^^  V^^t  '*  "^^^  frightfully  decent  to  do 
what  you  liked ;  the  lectures  were  nothing;  and  there 
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were  some  very  good  chaps.  "  Only,"  he  added, 
"  of  course  I  wish  I  was  in  town,  and  could  come 
down  and  see  you." 

Holly  moved  one  hand  shyly  on  her  knee,  and  her 
glance  dropped. 

"  You  haven't  forgotten,"  he  said,  suddenly  gath- 
ermg  courage,  "  that  we're  going  madrabbiting  to- 
gether?" 

Holly  smiled. 

"  Oh !  That  was  only  make-believe.  One  can't 
do  that  sort  of  thing  after  one's  grown  up,  you 
know." 

"  Dash  it !  cousins  can,"  said  Val.  "  Next  Long 
Vac  —  it  begins  in  June,  you  know,  and  goes  on  for 
ever  —  we'll  watch  our  chance." 

But,  though  the  thrill  of  conspiracy  ran  through 
her  veins.  Holly  shook  her  head,  "  It  won't  come 
off,"  she  murmured. 

"  Won't  it ! "  said  Val  fervently;  "  who's  going  to 
stop  it?    Not  your  father  or  your  brother." 

At  this  mofnent  Jolyon  and  Jolly  came  in ;  and  ro- 
mance fled  into  Val's  patent  leather  and  Holly's 
white  satin  toes,  where  it  itched  and  tingled  dur- 
ing an  evening  not  conspicuous  for  open-hearted- 
ness. 

Sensitive  to  atmosphere,  Jolyon  soon  felt  the  la- 
tent antagonism  between  the  boys,  and  was  puzzled 
by  Hojly;  so  he  became  unconsciously  ironical, 
which  is  fatal  to  the  expansiveness  of  youth.  A 
letter,  handed  to  him  after  dinner,  reduced  him  to  a 
silence  hardly  broken  til!  Jolly  and  Val  rose  to  go. 
He  went  out  with  them,  smoking  his  cigar,  and 
walked  with  his  son  to  the  gates  of  Christ  Church. 
Turning  back,  he  took  out  the  letter  and  read  it 
again  beneath  a  lamp. 
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"  Dear  Jolyon, 

l^*?**?^^  *^^^  ^8^'"  to-night  — my  thirtv-sev- 

wonWo^i   T""  vT  *°  ^'^'^  Piedmont  Hotel;  but  I 
a"  d  do??.!h'Srter'°"'  """^  ^°"-    ^  ^-'  '-^y 
"  Yours  affectionately, 
"Irene." 

He  folded  the  letter  back  into  his  pocket  and 

m^tefw  f ^ '''■l^^ ^'°>'^"« °f hisfeelin^'' 
What  had  the  fellow  said  or  done? 

He  turned  into  High  Street,  'own  the  Turl  and 
on  among  a  maze  of  spires  and  domes  and  long  col- 
lege fronts  and  walls,  bright  or  dark-s.adowld  in 
the  strong  moonlight.  In  this  very  heart  of  Eng- 
land s  gentility  It  was  difficult  to  realise  that  a  lonelv 
woman  could  be  importuned  or  hunted,  but  what 
else  could  her  letter  mean  ?    Soames  must  have  bem 

onf^fnn^^nS'.r  P  ^"""^  t^  ^^  ^^'"'  ^'^h  pS 
opinion  and  the  Law  on  his  side,  too  J    '  Eiehteen- 

^n!?;"'"!'  ^r  ^'^T^'^t^P^ng  at  the  brolTgSs 
shining  on  the  top  of  a  villa  garden  wall ; '  but  when 
It  comes  to  property  we're  still  a  heathen  people  f  I'll 
go  up  to-morrow  morning.     I  dare  say  it'll  be  best 

)^V''wl^°^^'^'^^  ^et  the  though  displeased 
fc.  ^\^^°l^^  Soames  hunt  her  out  of  Eng- 
land! Besides,  he  might  follow,  and  out  there  she 
would  be  still  more  helpless  against  the  attentions  of 
'  f^fw  husband !' I  must  tread  warily,'  he  thought ; 
that  fellow  could  make  himself  very  nasty  I 
didnt  like  his  manner  in  the  cab  the  other  night ' 
His  thoughts  turned  to  his  daughter  June.  Could 
she  help?  Once  on  a  time  Irere  had  been  her  great- 
est triend,  and  now  she  was  a  '  lame  duck,'  such  as 
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must  appeal  to  June's  nature!  He  determined  to 
wire  to  his  daughter  to  meet  him  at  Paddington  Sta- 
tion. Retracing  his  steps  toward  the  Rainbow  he 
questioned  his  own  sensations.  Would  he  be  up- 
setting himself  over  every  woman  in  like  case  ?  No ! 
he  would  not.  The  candour  of  this  conclusion  dis- 
comfited him;  and,  finding  that  Holly  had  gone 
up  to  bed,  he  sought  his  own  room.  But  he  could 
not  sleep,  and  sat  for  a  long  time  at  his  window, 
huddled  in  an  overcoat,  watching  the  moonlight  on 
the  roofs. 

Next  door  Holly  too  was  awake,  thinking  of  the 
lashes  above  and  below  Val's  eyes,  especially  below ; 
and  of  whr  she  could  do  to  make  Jolly  like  him  bet- 
ter. The  scent  of  the  gardenia  was  strong  in  her 
little  bedroom,  and  pleasant  to  her. 

And  Val,  leaning  out  of  his  first-floor  window  in 
B.N.C.,  was  gazing  at  a  moonlit  quadrangle  without 
seeing  it  at  all,  seeing  instead  Holly,  slim  and  white- 
f  rocked,  as  she  sat  beside  the  fire  when  he  first  went 
in. 

But  Jolly,  In  his  bedroom  narrow  as  a  ghost,  lay 
with  a  hand  beneath  his  cheek  and  dreamed  he  was 
with  Val  in  one  boat,  rowing  a  race  against  him, 
while  his  father  was  calling  from  the  towpath: 
'Two!    Get  your  hands  away  there,  bless  you! ' 
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CHAPTER   II 

SOAMES   PUTS   IT  TO  THE  TOUCH 

Of  all  those  radiant  firms  which  emblazon  with  their 
wmdows  the  West  End  of  London,  Gaves  and  Cor- 
tegal  were  considered  by  Soames  the  most  '  attrac- 
i.'^5  Z  ^T°T    J"st  coming  into  fashion.   He  had  never 

and  the  abandonment  by  Irene  when  she  left  his 
house  m  1889  of  all  the  glittermg  things  he  had 
given  her  had  disgusted  him  with  this  f?rm  of  in 
vestment.    But  he  still  knew  a  diamond  when  he 

r/h,T;  r**  '^""'i^  '^^  ^"^^  '^fo^«=  her  birthday 
he  had  taken  occasion,  on  his  way  into  the  Poultry 

Zel7'I  °n*  ^h*^'-^^ ™'".  t°  daUy  a  little  before  the 

S  -l T'l^"  '^^'''•''  ""'^  &°*'  '^  n°t  on«^'s  money's 
worth,  at  least  a  certam  cachet  with  the  goods 

Constant  cogitation  since  his  cab  drive  with  Tol- 
yon  had  convmced  him  more  and  more  of  the  su- 
preme importance  of  this  moment  in  his  life  the 
supreme  need  for  taking  steps  and  those  not  wrong 
And,  alongside  the  dry  and  reasoned  sense  that  it 
neveri?  h?T'  ^J*''  ^'^  "'^'l-p'-eservation.  now  or 
?3  .r'"*'  *°  ""^  '"'"«^'f  and  found  a 

tnfcj™/^^'  secret  urge  of  his  senses  roused  by 

H.,J^?  v  ^""'^^^  ''*''  °"«  ^^"^  a  passionately 
desired  wife,  and  the  conviction  that  it  was  a  sin 
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against  common  sense  and  the  decent  secrecv  of 
Forsytes  to  waste  the  wife  he  had  ^ 

~  he^w™!lT'°''  T  ^inifred's  case.  Dreamer,  Q.C. 
--he  would  much  have  preferred  Waterbuck  but 
they  had  made  him  a  judge  (so  late  h^  the  c£v  ks  to 
rouse  the  usual  suspicion  of  a  political  job) -ha J 
t^S  *^/'  '^^y  ^^Hld  go  f  or^rd  and  Sain  res 
titution  of  conjugal  rights,  a  point  which  to  Soames 

adl^e^Tote  ffSt-    When  they  h^fobtS 
oS     If  nn.  ?^  ^^7  """'^  ^^'t  to  see  if  it  was 
ooeyed.     If  not,  it  would  constitute  leral  dp<!#.r+Jn„ 
and  they  should  obtain  evidence  of  SnSct  and 

mJ!.«T"    P'*  simplicity  in  his  sister's  case  only 

wardHi..  ?^'=7t'^"i8^'.'"  fact,  was  driving  Smt^ 
wards  the  simple  solution  of  Irene's  return  Itit 
were  still  against  the  grain  with  her  hiAlJJl 

^'Xsr^r'  '"^"^-^^  foT^ve'Sin  ?o  fSg^tl 
"e  at  least  had  never  injured  her,  and  this  was  a 
world  of  compromise  I  He  could  offer  her  so  mlrh 
more  than  she  had  now.  He  would  ^  p^parTd  J 
£l^S4t^He  „^f '«"«"t  «n  her  which'wJuld  „S 
£vs     He  S^f  '"  scrutinised  his  im.ge  in  these 

hl^  ,  !l^  '   ul^.  ^"?'self  a  woman's  man,  but  he 
had  a  certain  belief  in  his  own  appearance  -  not  un 
justly,  for  t  was  well-coupIed  a^  preserved  Jeat 

£,  f,J      Forsvte  jaw  and  the  concentration  of 
JSldtelMw;"'  '"'  %"•  ^■'*^«     So  far  as  he 

Thoughts  and  yearnings,  vrith  which  one  lives 
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daily,  bscome  natural,  even  if  far-fetched  in  their 
inception  If  he  could  only  give  tangible  proof 
enough  of  his  determination  to  let  bygones  be  bv- 

fS  ^f  '"  ^'^ ''"  i"  ^^  P^^^"-  to  please  her.  why 
should  she  not  come  back  to  him? 

He  entered  Gaves  and  Cortegal's  therefore,  on  the 
S' K^  °*  November  the  9th,  to  buy  a  certain  dia- 
mond brooch.  "Four  twenty-five  and  dirt  cheap, 
sir,  at  the  money.  It's  a  lady's  brooch."  There 
was  that  in  his  mood  which  made  him  accept  without 
demur.  And  he  went  on  into  the  Poultry  with  the 
«at  green  morocco  case  in  his  breast  pocket  Sev- 
eral times  that  day  he  opened  it  to  look  at  the  seven 
sott  shining  stones  in  their  velvet  oval  nest 

If  the  lady  doesn't  like  it,  sir,  happy  to  exchange 
it  any  time.    But  there's  no  fear  of  that."    If  only 
there  were  not !    He  got  through  a  vast  amount  of 
work,  only  soother  of  the  nerves  he  knew.    A  cable 
came  in  while  he  was  in  the  office  with  details  from 
the  agent  in  Buenos  Aires,  and  the  name  and  ad- 
dress of  a  stewardess  who  would  be  prepared  to 
swear  to  what  was  necessary.     It  was  a  timely  spur 
to  Soames  intense  and  rooted  distaste  for  the  wash- 
ing of  dirty  hnen  in  public.    A  nd  when  he  set  forth 
by  Underground  to  Victoria  Station  he  received  a 
fresh  impetus  towards  the  renewal  of  his  married 
Me  from  the  account  in  his  evening  paper  of  a  fash- 
ionable divorce  suit.     The  homing  instinct  of  all 
true  Forsytes  in  anxiety  and  trouble,  the  corporate 
tendency  which  kept  them  strong  and  solid,  made 
him  choose  to  dine  at  Park  Lane.     He  neither  could 
nor  would  breathe  a  word  to  his  people  of  his  inten- 
tion—too reticent  and  proud  — but  the  thought 
that  at  least  they  would  be  elad  if  thcv  knew,  and 
wish  him  luck,  was  heartening. 
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James  was  m  lugubrious  mood,  for  the  fire  which 
the  impudence  of  Kruger's  ultimatum  had  lit  in  him 
had  been  cold-watered  by  the  poor  success  of  the  last 
S°"i  •^'  1 1  *^^  exhortations  to  effort  in  The  Times. 
He  didn  t  know  where  it  would  end    Soames  sought 
to  cheer  him  by  the  continual  use  of  the  word  Buller 
But  James  couldn't  tell !    There  was  CoUey  —  and 
he  got  stuck  on  that  hill,  and  this  Ladysmith  was 
down  ma  hollow,  and  altogether  it  looked  to  him  a 
pretty  kettle  of  fish ';  he  thought  they  ought  to  be 
sendmg  the  sailors  —they  were  the  chaps,  they  did 
a  lot  of  good  in  the  Crimea.     Soames  shifted  the 
fTTfu  °{  consolation.    Winifred  had  heard  from 
Val  that  there  had  been  a  '  rag '  and  a  bonfire  on 
Guy  Fawkes  Day  at  Oxford,  and  that  he  had  es- 
caped detection  by  blacking  his  face. 

"Ah!"  James  muttered,  "he's  a  clever  little 
chap.  But  he  shook  his  head  shortly  afterwards 
and  remarked  that  he  didn't  know  what  would  be- 
come of  him,  and  looking  wistfully  at  his  son,  mur- 
mur^ on  that  Soames  had  never  had  a  boy  He 
would  have  liked  a  grandson  of  his  own  name.  And 
now  —  well,  there  it  was  f 

Soames  flinched.  He  had  not  expected  such  a 
challenge  to  disclose  the  secret  in  his  heart.  And 
Emily,  who  saw  him  wince,  said : 
"  Nonsense,  James ;  don't  talk  like  that ! " 
But  James,  not  looking  anyone  in  the  face,  mut- 
tered on.  There  \yere  Roger  and  Nicholas  and  Jol- 
yon;  they  all  had  grandsons.  And  Swithin  and 
Timothy  had  never  married.  He  had  done  his  best  ; 
but  he  would  soon  be  gone  now.  And,  as  though 
he  had  uttered  words  of  profound  consolation,  he 
was  silent  eating  brains  with  a  fork  and  a  piece  of 
Dread,  and  swallowing  the  bread. 
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Soames  excused  himself  directly  after  dinner. 
It  was  not  really  cold,  but  he  put  on  his  fur  coat, 
which  served  to  fortify  him  against  the  fits  of  ner- 
vous shivering  he  had  been  subject  to  all  day.     Sub- 
consciously, he  knew  that  he  looked  better  thus  than 
m  an  ordinary  black  overcoat.    Then,  feeling  the 
morocco  case  flat  against  his  heart,  he  sallied  forth. 
He  was  no  smoker,  but  he  lit  a  cigarette,  and  smoked 
It  gingerly  as  he  walked  along.     He  moved  slowly 
down  the  Row  towards  Knightsbridge,  timing  him- 
self to  get  to  Chelsea  at  nine-fifteen.    What  did  she 
do  with  herself  evening  after  evening  in  that  little 
hole?    How  mysterious  women  were!    One  lived 
alongside  and  knew  nothing  of  them.    What  could 
she  have  seen  in  that  fellow  Bosinney  to  send  her 
mad  ?    For  there  was  madness  after  all  in  what  she 
had  done  —  crazy  moonstruck  madness,  in  which  all 
sense  of  values  had  been  lost,  and  her  life  and  his 
life  ruined !    And  for  a  moment  he  was  filled  with  a 
sort  of  exaltation,  as  though  he  were  a  man  read  of 
in  a  story  who,  possessed  by  the  Christian  spirit, 
would  restore  to  her  all  the  prizes  of  existence,  for- 
giving and  forgetting,  and  becoming  the  good  fairy 
of  her  future.     Under  a  tree  opposite  Knights- 
bridge Barracks,  where  the  moonlight  struck  down 
clear  and  white,  he  took  out  once  more  the  morocco 
case,  and  let  the  beams  draw  colour  from  those 
stones.     Yes,  they  were  of  the  first  water !     But,  at 
the  hard-closing  snap  of  the  case,  another  cold 
shiver  ran  through  his  nerves;  and  he  walked  on 
faster,  clenching  his  gloved  hands  in  the  pockets  of 
his  coat,  almost  hoping  she  would  not  be  in.     The 
thought  of  how  mysterious  she  was  again  beset  him. 
Dining  alone  there  night  after  night  —  in  an  even- 
ing dress,  too,  as  if  she  were  making  believe  to  be  in 
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society  I     Playing  the  piano  — to  herself  1     Not 
even  a  dog  or  cat,  so  far  as  he  had  seen.    And  that 
reminded  him  suddenly  of  the  mare  he  kept  for  sta- 
tion work  at  Mapledurham.     If  ever  he  went  to  the 
stable,  there  she  was  quite  alone,  half  asleep,  and 
yet,  on  her  home  journeys  going  more  freely  than  on 
her  way  out,  as  if  longing  to  be  back  and  lonely  in 
her  stable !      I  would  treat  her  well,'  he  thought  in- 
coherently.    •  I  would  be  very  careful.'    And  all 
that  capacity  for  home  life  of  which  a  mocking  Fate 
seemed  for  ever  to  deprive  him  swelled  suddenly  in 
boames,  so  that  he  dreamed  dreams  opposite  South 
Kensington  Station.    In  the  King's  Road  a  man 
came  slithering  out  of  a  public  house  playing  a  con- 
certina.   Soames  watched  him  for  a  moment  dance 
crazily  on  the  pavement  to  his  own  drawling  jagged 
sounds,  then  crossed  over  to  avoid  contact  with  this 
piece  of  drunken  foolery.    A  night  in  the  lock-up! 
What  asses  people  were!    But  the  man  had  noticed 
his  movement  of  avoidance,  and  streams  of  genial 
blasphemy  followed  him  across  the  street.     '  I  hope 
they  11  run  him  in,'  thought  Soames  viciously     '  To 
have  ruffians  like  that  about,  with  women  out 
alone !     A  woman's  figure  in  front  had  induced  this 
thought.     Her  walk  seemed  oddly  familiar,  ind 
when  she  turned  the  corner  for  which  he  was  bound 
his  heart  began  to  beat.     He  hastened  on  to  the  cor- 
ner to  make  certain.    Yes!    It  was  Irene;  he  could 
not  mistake  her  walk  in  that  little  drab  street.    She 
threaded  two  more  turnings,  an>!  from  the  last  cor- 
ner he  saw  her  enter  her  block  of  flats.     To  make 
sure  of  her  now,  he  ran  those  few  paces,  hurried  up 
the  stairs,  and  caught  her  standing  at  her  door.   He 
heard  the  latch-key  in  the  lock,  and  reached  her  side 
just  as  she  turned  round,  startled,  in  the  open  door- 
way. 
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"  Don't  be  alarmed,"  he  said,  breathless,  "  I  hap- 
pened to  see  you.    Let  me  come  in  a  minute." 

bhe  had  put  her  hand  up  to  her  breast,  her  face 
was  colourless,  her  eyes  widened  by  alarm  Then 
seemmg  to  master  herself,  she  inclined  her  head, 
and  said :  "  Very  well."  ' 

Soames  closed  the  door.  He,  too,  had  need  to  re- 
rZf^'  ^"v  A^^'i  n*"^  ^^^  P^^«^^  '"to  the  sitting- 
c??i  ;.,T  l"!  ^  f""  minute,  taking  deep  breaths  to 
still  the  beatmg  of  his  heart.  At  this  moment,  so 
fraught  with  the  future,  to  take  out  that  mor^co 

f hf V1!!?^*^  "u"'^''-  -Y^*'  "°*  *°  t^e  it  out  left  him 
there  before  her  with  no  preliminary  excuse  for 
coming.    And  in  his  dilemma  he  was  seized  with 

!!!S^fi  1^^  ^*  ^L*^''  paraphernalia  of  excuse  and 
justification  This  was  a  scene  —  it  could  be  noth- 
mg  else,  and  he  must  face  it !  He  heard  her  voice, 
uncomfortably,  pathetically  soft : 

'Why  have  you  come  again?  Didn't  you  under- 
stand that  I  would  rather  you  did  not  ? " 

He  noticed  her  clothes  — a  dark  brown  velvet 
corduroy,  a  sable  boa,  a  small  round  toque  of  the 
same.  They  suited  her  admirably.  She  had  money 
to  spare  for  dress,  evidently !    He  said  abruptly  • 

I,  ^A    iri*"  ^''}''^^y-    I  brought  you  this,"  and  he 
held  out  to  her  the  green  morocco  case 

"Oh!    No  — no!" 

Soames   pressed   the   clasp;   the 
gleamed  out  on  the  pale  grey  velvet 

Hnl'-J^''^  "°*- "^  r^  ^?''^-    "  J"«*  ^'  ^  sien  that  you 
don  t  bear  me  ill-feeling  any  loneer  " 

"I  couldn't."  ^      ^ 

Soames  took  it  out  oj  the  cast 

"  Let  me  just  see  how  it  looks." 

She  shrank  back. 
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He  followed,  thrusting  his  hand  with  the  brooch 
in  It  against  the  front  of  her  dress.  She  shrank 
again. 

Soames  dropped  his  hand. 
"  Irene,"  he  said,  "  let  bygones  be  bygones.  If  I 
can  surely  you  might.  Let's  begin  again,  as  if 
nothing  had  been.  Won't  you?"  His  voice  was 
wistful,  and  his  eyes,  resting  on  her  face,  had  in 
tnem  a  sort  of  supplication. 

She,  who  was  standing  literally  with  her  back 
against  the  wall,  gave  a  little  gulp,  and  that  was  all 
her  answer.     Soames  went  on  : 

"Can  you  really  want  to  live  all  your  days  half- 
dead  in  this  little  hole?    Come  back  to  me,  and  I'll 
give  you  all  you  want.     You  shall  live  your  own 
life;  I  swear  it." 
He  saw  her  face  quiver  ironically. 
"  Yes,"  he  repeated,  "  but  I  mean  it  this  time,    I'll 
only  ask  one  thing.     I  just  want  —  I  just  want  a 
son.     Don't  look  like  that!     I  want  one.     It's 
hard.      His  voice  had  grown  hurried,  so  that  he 
hardly  knew  it  for  his  own,  and  twice  he  jerked  his 
head  back  as  if  struggling  for  breath.     It  was  the 
sight  of  her  eyes  fixed  on  him,  dark  with  a  sort  of 
fascinated  fright,  which  pulled  him  together  and 
changed  that  painful  incoherence  to  anger. 

"Is  it  so  very  unnatural? "  he  said  between  his 
teeth.  Is  It  unnatural  to  want  a  child  from  one's 
own  wife?  You  wrecked  our  life  and  put  this 
blight  on  everything.  We  go  on  only  half  alive,  and 
without  any  future.  Is  it  so  very  unflattering  to 
you  that  in  spite  of  everything  I  —  I  still  want  you 
*or^,y  wife?     Speak,  for  Goodness'  sake!  do 

Irene  seemed  to  try,  but  did  not  succeed. 
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«.1L'*'"V?  **°*  *°  f  "ehten  you."  said  Soames  more 

g«itly.       Heaven  knows.    I  only  want  you  to  see 

want  yo^?^''°" '*'*•'''•    ^  ^ant  you  back.    I 

Irene  raised  one  hand  and  covered  the  lower  part 

though  she  trusted  in  them  to  keep  him  at  bay.  And 
all  those  years,  barren  and  bitter,  since  —  ah !  when? 
—  almost  smce  he  had  first  kn^wn  her,  surged  up 
m  one  great  wave  of  recollection  in  Soames.- and  a 
spasm  that  for  his  life  he  could  not  control  con- 
stricted his  face. 

"  It's  not  too  late,"  he  said;  "  it's  not  —  if  you'll 
only  believe  it. 

Irene  uncovered  her  lips,  and  both  her  hands 
made  a  wnthmg  gesture  in  front  of  her  breast 
aoames  seized  them. 

"Don't!"  she  said  under  her  breath.  But  he 
stood  holding  on  to  them,  trying  to  stare  into  her 
eyes  which  did  not  waver.    Then  she  said  quietly : 

I  am  alone  here.    You  won't  behave  aeain  as 
you  once  behaved." 

_  Dropping  her  hands  as  though  they  had  been  hot 
irons,  he  turned  away.  Was  it  possible  that  there 
could  be  such  relentless  unf orgiveness !  Could  that 
one  act  of  violent  possession  be  still  alive  within 
her?  Did  it  bar  him  thus  utterly?  And  doggedly 
he  Mid,  without  looking  up: 

"  I  am  not  going  till  you've  answered  me.  I  am 
offering  what  few  men  would  bring  themselves 
to  offer,  I  want  a  —  a  reasonable  answer." 
And  almost  with  surprise  he  heard  her  say: 
You  can't  have  a  reasonable  answer.  Reason 
has  nothing  to  do  with  it.  You  can  only  have  the 
brtitai  truth:  I  would  rather  die." 
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Soames  stared  at  her. 

"  Oh  I "  he  said  And  there  intervened  in  him  a 
sort  of  paralysis  of  speech  and  movement,  the  kind 
of  quiyermg  which  comes  when  a  man  has  received 
a  deadly  msult,  and  does  not  yet  know  how  he  is 
gomg  to  take  it,  or  rather  what  it  is  going  to  do  with 

"  Oh ' "  he  said  again,  "  as  bad  as  that  ?  Indeed  I 
Y  ou  would  rather  die.    That's  pretty !  " 

"I  am  sorry.  You  wanted  me  to  answer.  I 
can't  helj  the  truth,  can  I  ?  " 

At  thf .  queer  spiritual  appeal  Soames  turned  for 
relief  to  actuality.  He  snapped  the  brooch  back  into 
Its  case  and  put  it  in  his  podcet. 

"The  truth!"  he  said;  "there's  no  such  thing 
with  women.    It's  nerves  —  nerves." 

He  heard  the  whisper  : 

"  Yes ;  nerves  don't  lie.  Haven't  you  discovered 
that  ?  He  was  silent,  obsessed  by  the  thought  • '  I 
will  hate  this  woman.  I  will  hate  her.'  That  was  the 
trouble!  If  only  he  could!  He  shot  a  glance  at  her 
who  stood  unmoving  against  the  wall  with  her  head 
up  and  her  hands  clasped,  for  all  the  world  as  if  she 
were  going  to  be  shot.    And  he  said  quickly : 

I  don't  believe  a  word  of  it.  You  have  a  lover. 
If  you  hadn't,  you  wouldn't  be  such  a  —  such  a  little 
idiot.  He  was  conscious,  before  the  expression  in 
her  eyes,  that  he  had  uttered  something  of  a  non- 
sequitur  and  dropped  back  too  abruptly  into  the 
verbal  freedom  of  his  connubial  days.  He  turned 
away  to  the  door.  But  he  could  not  go  out.  Some- 
thing within  him  —  that  most  deep  and  secret  For- 
syte quality,  the  impossibility  of  letting  go,  the  im- 
possibility of  seeing  the  fantastic  and  forlorn  nature 
of  his  own  tenacity  — prevented  him.     He  turned 
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Sr,!^'"'  ^u^  ^^"'^  '*°°*^'  "^'^^  his  back  against 
the  door,  as  hers  was  against  the  wall  opSwite 
quite  unconscious  of  an^hing  ridiculous  Kfs 
separation  by  the  whole  width  Sf  the  room 
hes  *J  ^°"  '^*'"  *'''"''  °*  anybody  but  yon  .<i  ?" 
Irene's  lips  quivered;  then  she  answerr-  i  .i-.:^]y 
Do  you  ever  think  that  I  found  out  a,,  .m.  .af- 
—  my  hopeless,  terrible  mistake  — the  v<r\  fir;' 
week  of  our  marriage;  that  I  went  on  xryn.^   ^h^e^ 

m^SfT'^°"  ^  "^^"^  °"  ^"^'"^  ^     '^^^  '  '^  '  ^"^ 

Soames  gritted  his  teeth.  "  God  knows  what  it 
TLJa^  never  understood  you;  I  shall  m-v.,  ,.,. 
derstand  you  You  had  everything  you  wanted- 
and  you  can  have  it  again,  and  more.  What's  the 
ma  ter  ^  th  me?  ,  I  ask  you  a  plain  questioSfwhat 
IS  i^ .-'  Unconscious  of  the  pathos  in  that  enquiry 
he  went  on  passionately:  "I'm  not  lame,  I'm  not 

^  ml!^-^^  "°'  a  boor.  I'm  not  a  fool.  What  t 
It  f    What  s  the  mystery  about  me  ?  " 

Her  answer  was  a  long  sigh. 

He  clasped  his  hands  with  a  gesture  that  for  him 
was  strangely  full  of  expression.     "  When  I  cam^ 

th^t^ff'  Ir.-'  ^°P^-I  meanVevIrT 
thing  that  I  could  to  do  away  with  the  past,  and  start 

fair  agam.   And  you  meet  me  with  'nerves,'  and  si 

lence,  and  sighs.    There's  nothing  tangible     It's 

like  — It's  like  a  spider's  web."  s    «=•    "s 

"  Yes." 

That  whisper  from  across  the  room  maddened 
Soames  afresh.  vicucu 

"  Well,  I  don't  choose  to  be  in  a  spider's  web  I'll 
??7l  '*: ..  ,  *;  "^^^^^  straight  up  to  her.  "  Now ! " 
What  he  had  gone  up  to  her  to  do  he  really  did  not 
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Sl°J-  f  ?"*  r'r  ^^^^  '='°«='  *e  oM  familiar 
scent  of  her  clothes  suddenly  affected  him.  He  out 
his  hands  on  her  shoulders  and  bent  forward  to  kiss 
her.  He  kissed  not  her  lips,  but  a  little  hard  line 
where  the  lips  had  been  drawn  in;  then  his  face  was 
pressed  away  by  her  hands ;  he  heard  her  say :  "  Oh ! 
a  A  J  L?  .  ^{  compunction,  sense  of  futility 
Wooded  his  whole  being,  he  turned  on  his  heel  and 
went  straight  out. 


CHAPTER   III 

VISIT  TO   IRENE 

AWon  ^°Tu  -t"";  **'*!"«^  °"  *he  platform  at  Pad- 
frSSast  HeJ^^h;^"^"^  his  telegram  while  It 
oreaKtast.     Her  abode  — a  studio  and  two  bed- 

Kbvher  f  V'  ^T*  g^rden-had^en  se- 
lected by  her  for  the  complete  independence  which  it 
guaranteed.     Unwatched  by  Mrs   Grundy  uSn 

fZ^^\^?^''^^^  domestics,  she  could  recSve 
lame  ducks  at  any  hour  of  day  or  night,  and  not  sel 
of  W's'  sf  ^i'hout  studio  of  it!  o;r  made  use 

herielf  with  ??!VT'*-'''.'"  ^f'^'^''"'"'  ^"^  Possessed 
nerself  with  a  sort  of  virgina  passion;  thewarmth 

which  she  would  have  lavfshed  on  Bosinney.TnTJf 

which  — given   her    Forsyte   tenacity  — he   must 

surely  have  tired,  she  now  expended  b  chamS* 

ship  of  the  underdogs  and  budding  'geniusTs^J  Jf 

into  the  swans  she  believed  they  were.  The  ve^ 
fervour  of  her  protections  war^l  her  judCTientT 
But  she  was  loyal  and  liberal;  heTsmall  Hl^hTnA 

commercial  opinion,  and  though  her  income  Jas 

SS.'"''  '"  '^"'^  »*'-«--  oftenTmi^Js 

She  had  come  to  Paddington  Station  heated  in 
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rtnf    l^  ^  7"'*.*°  ?""=  ^''"'=y-    A  miserable 
OaUery  had  refused  to  let  that  straight-haired  gen- 
ius have  his  one-man  show  after  all.    Its  impudent 
manager,  after  visiting  his  studio,  had  exprpssed 
ttie  opinion  that  it  would  only  be  a  '  one-horse  show 
from  the  selling  point  of  view.'    This  crownine  ex- 
ample of  commercial  cowardice  towards  her  favour- 
ite lame  duck  —  and  he  so  hard  up,  with  a  wife  and 
two  children,  that  he  had  caused  her  account  to  be 
overdrawn  — was  still  making  the  blood  glow  in 
her  small,  resolute  face,  and  her  red-gold  hair  to 
shine  more  than  ever.     She  gave  her  father  a  hug, 
and  gPt  into  a  cab  with  him,  having  as  many  fish  to 
fry  with  him  as  he  with  her.    It  became  at  once  a 
question  which  would  fry  them  first. 

Jolyon  had  reached  the  words :  "  My  dear  I  want 
you  to  come  with  me,"  when,  glancing  at  her  face, 
™  (^'■cf'ved  by  her  blue  eyes  moving  from  side  to 
sid.'  —  like  the  tail  of  a  preoccupied  cat  —  that  she 
wan  not  attending. 

"  Dad,  is  it  true  that  I  absolutely  can't  get  at  any 
of  my  money?"  *  ' 

•"  S"'^  ^^^  income,  fortunately,  my  love." 
How  perfectly  beastly!    Can't  it  be  done  some- 
how ?    There  must  be  a  way.     I  know  I  could  buy 
a  small  Gallery  for  ten  thousand  pounds." 

A  small  Gallery,"  murmured  Jolyon,  "  seems  a 
modest  desire.  But  your  ^andfather  foresaw  it." 
I  think,  cried  June  vigorously,  "  that  all  this 
care  about  money  is  awful,  when  there's  so  much 
genius  in  the  world  simply  crushed  out  for  want  of 
a  little.  ^  I  shall  never  marry  and  have  children;  why 
shouldn  1 1  be  able  to  do  some  good  instead  of  having 
It  all  tied  up  m  case  of  things  which  will  never  come 
oiir 
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Jn  tS^    ^"f  '^  Forsyte,  my  dear,"  replied  Tolyon 

er  J  JT"^'  ^°-?''  *°  ^*^''^  h'«  iipetuous  daugh- 
ZJ^  T^  •'"'**'  STowr,  acaistomVd;  "  and  F^r- 
l^l:u^T.i!^^'^-  ^•■'^  P*°P'«^  who  so  setti;  thdr  proi- 
SorJ  th*  • '"■  8^^"dchildren,  in  case  they  shouK 

woSv  th.f'n*''  ^'r*^  *°  "^'^  wills  leaving  the 
fh^r^  that  will  only  come  to  themselves  when 

butTt'frr'.'^'"-  Do  you  follow  that?  Nor  doT 
but  It  s  a  fact,  anyway;  we  live  by  the  princinle  that 
so  W  as  there  is  a  possibility  of  keepLg  weaJth  f„ 
the  family  ,t  must  not  go  out ;  if  you  le  unlarrieA 
Z"n  ??T^  «°^  *°  J°"y  ^nd  Holly  and  th^fr  ch^ 
tSever  vLT^-     ^'"'^  '*  P'"^^'^"*  *°  »^ow  Sat 

"  But  ril^T  L^°"  *^'J:"°"''  °^  yo"  he  destitute?  " 
But  can  1 1  borrow  the  money?  " 

t.vffi°°  ^^"^^  ^'^  ''''*<^-  "  Without  power  of  an- 
ticipation. You  could  rent  a  Gallery,  no  doubt  ?f 
you  could  manage  it  out  of  your  incoS  "  ' 

June  uttered  a  contemptuous  sound. 
mth'^'  "°  '"''°"*'  '^**  *°  help  anybody 

"My  dear  child,"  murmured  Tolyon,  "wouldn't 

It  come  to  the  same  thing?"  '     *°"'™t 

"  No,"  said  June  shrewdly,  "  I  could  buy  for  ten 

But  I  should  have  to  pay  a  thousand  a  year  rent  and 
that  would  only  leave  me  five  hundr^   If  I  S3 

S;  Shers":"'"'^  '  "^"^  '"  "°  *•'"'■  -<»  --  - 
"  mTtheTre  S*^?  "^''^  *'-''^'-' '"  *'-" 

Yes,  you,"  said  June,  pressing  his  arm. 
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Jolyon  started.  *  I  ?  •  he  thought.  '  Oh !  Ah ! 
Now  she  s  going  to  ask  me  to  do  something.  W* 
take  It  out,  we  Forsytes,  each  in  our  different  ways.' 
June  came  closer  to  him  in  the  cab. 
"  Darling,"  she  said,  "you  buy  the  Gallery,  and 
111  pay  you  four  hundred  a  year  for  it.  Then 
neither  of  us  will  be  any  the  worse  off.  Besides,  it's 
a  splendid  investment." 

^   Jolyon  wriggled.    "  Don't  you  think,"  he  said, 
that  for  an  artist  to  buy  a  Gallery  is  a  bit  dubious  ? 
Besides,  ten  thousand  pounds  is  a  lump,  and  I'm  not 
a  commercial  character." 
June  looked  at  him  with  admiring  appraisement. 
'  Of  course  you're  not,  but  you're  awfully  busi- 
nesslike.   And  I'm  sure  we  could  make  it  pay.    It'll 
be  a  perfect  way  of  scoring  off  those  wretched  deal- 
ers and  people."    And  again  she  squeezed  her 
father's  arm. 
Jolyon's  face  expressed  quizzical  despair. 
Where  is  this  desirable  Gallery?    Splendidly 
situated,  I  suppose?" 
"  Just  off  Cork  Street." 

'  Ah  I '  thought  Jolyon,  '  I  knew  it  was  just  off 
somewhere.     Now  for  what  I  want  out  of  her/ ' 

"  Well,  I'll  think  of  it,  but  not  just  now.  You  re- 
member Irene?  I  want  you  to  come  with  me  and 
see  her.  Soames  is  after  her  again.  She  might  be 
safer  if  we  could  give  her  asylum  somewhere." 

The  word  asylum,  which  he  had  used  by  chance, 
was  of  all  most  calculated  to  rouse  June's  interest. 

"Irene!     I  haven't  seen  her  since !     Of 

course!    I'd  love  to  help  her." 

It  was  Jolyon's  turn  to  squeeze  her  arm,  in  warm 
admiration  for  this  spirited,  generous-hearted  little 
creature  of  his  begetting. 


VISrr  TO  IRENE 


169 


•    '  J*"!"* "?  proud,"  he  said,  with  a  sidelone  rfance 

I  w%" »,-  **  ™"'*  ^'^'^  ^f  "*'J^-    'r»»'s  is  the  place. 

^'  tIS'/".^  'T'*  "'• ,.  ^*'^  ^""^  "P  o"r  cards." 
« I,/,  '^^  *  '^''  Soames,"  said  June  as  she  got  out ; 

he  sneers  at  everything  that  isn't  successful  " 

Irene  was  ,n  what  was  called  the  '  Ladies  draw- 
ing-room  of  the  Piedmont  Hotel. 

Nothing  if  not  morally  courageous,  June  walked 
straight  up  to  her  former  frieni,  kissed  her^eet 
and  the  wo  settled  down  on  a  sofa  never  sat  on  since 
the  hotel  s  foundation.  Jolyon  could  see  that  W 
was  deeply  affected  by  this  simple  forgiveness. 

"  fl^^^?  ^^f  ^^  worrying  you  ? "  he  said. 

togo  balUwm.-"'"  '•"  '^^*  "'^^^^  ^^  --*^  - 
"  You're  not,  of  course?  "  cried  June 
Irene  smiled  faintly  and  shook  her  head.     "  But 

his  position  IS  horrible,"  she  murmured. 

when  he'could  •'''"" ' ""'  °"^''  *°  '^^^^  ''''°''^  ^°" 
T  J^'yonremembered  how  fervently  in  the  old  days 
June  had  hoped  that  no  divorce  would  smirch  her 
dead  and  faithless  lover's  name. 

Trlf  ^"^^'^^''  r^''^}^^^^  "  going  to  do,"  he  said. 
Irene  s  lips  quivered,  but  she  spoke  calmly 
I  d  better  give  him  fresh  excuse  to  get  rid  of 

"  How  horrible!  "  cried  June. 
"What  else  can  I  do?" 

"  Out  of  the  question,"  said  Jolyon  very  quietly, 
sans  amour."  •'  ^        ■'' 

He  thought  she  was  going  to  cry ;  but.  getting  up 

quickly,  she  half  turned  her  back  on  them,  and  stood 

regaining  control  of  herself. 
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June  said  suddenly: 

"  Well,  I  shaU  go  to  .  oames  and  tell  him  he  must 

^^AS'°°f;'  "^^^    oeshewantatSsaS"^ 
"  A    u^^\  J^^  "°*  unn.  tural."  ^ 

A  child      cried  June  scornfully.     "  Of  course ! 

e^ou^hTt*^-  ".T^  *°-  J'  he  wants  one  Sy 
enough  let  him  take  somebody  and  have  one-  then 
you  can  divorce  him,  and  he  ckn  marThe?" 

miSCto^brfnl'*}  '"^^'"u'y  "^^  he  had  made  a 

at  RibrSll.'^  ^'*  ^°I  '"■*="*=  *°  ^^o'Pe  q"«tly  to  us 
at  Robm  Hill,  and  see  how  things  shape." 
Of  course,"  said  June;  "  only -" 

te^TJ^^^  ^f  ^*  J°'y°"  -  '■"  all  his  many  at- 

S\:^Sr''  '°  ^"^'^^^  '''''  ^'--  h^  -ver 

wiii  go  ibrial?'  '"'^  '""^  *'"°"'''^  °"  y°"  ^»-     I 

He  knew  from  her  voice  that  this  was  final  The 
irrelevant  thought  flashed  through  him  -Well  T 
could  see  her  there.'    But  he  sairf"  ' 

"  Don't  you  think  you  would  be  more  helnless 
abroad,  in  case  he  followed  ?  "  neipiess 

"  I  don't  know.     I  can  but  try  " 

June  sprang  up  and  paced  the  room.  "  It's  all 
horrible,'-  she  said.  "  Why  should^ople  be  tor- 
tured and  kept  miserable  and  helpless  year  after 
J^ar  by  this  disgusting  sanctimonious  law?"    But 

aS^fm'^  'r7'  '"'°  '^'  '•°°'"'  ^"d  June  came  to 
a  standstill.    Jolyon  went  up  to  Irene  • 

Do  you  want  monev  ?  " 

".  t"^  V*^'^  y°"  '*«  me  to  let  your  flat  ?  » 
Yes,  Jolyon,  please." 
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"  When  shall  you  be  going? " 
"  To-morrow." 

"?X?"^^.°V°  ''^ck  there  in  the  meantime,  will 
y?"-        ^'I's  he  said  with  an  anxiety  strai^e  to 

''  No;  I've  got  all  I  want  here." 

You'll  send  me  your  address? " 
She  put  out  her  hand  to  him.    "  I  feel  you're  a 

"Built  on  sand,"  answered  Jolyon,  pressing  her 
hand  hard;  but  it's  a  pleasure  to  do  anything,  at 
any  tmie,  remember  that.    And  if  you  change  your 

mind !    Come  along,  June;  say  good-bye." 

June  came  from  the  window  and  flung  her  arms 
round  Irene. 

"  Don't  think  of  him,"  she  said  under  her  breath : 
enjoy  yourself,  and  bless  you !  " 
With  a  memory  of  tears  in  Irene's  eyes,  and  of  a 
smile  on  her  lips,  they  went  away  extremely  silent, 
passing  the  lady  who  had  interrupted  the  interview 
and  was  turning  over  the  papers  on  the  table 
Opposite  the  National  Gallery  June  exclaimed : 
Of  all  undignified  beasts  and  horrible  laws! " 
But  Jolyon  did  not  respond.    He  had  something 
of  his  fathers  balance,  and  could  see  things  im- 
partially even  when  his  emotions  were  roused 
Irene  was  right;  Soames'  position  was  as  bad  or 
worse  than  her  own.    As  for  the  law  —  it  catered 
for  a  human  nature  of  which  it  took  a  naturally  low 
view       And,   feeling  that   if   he  stayed   in  his 
daughter  s  company  he  would  in  one  way  or  another 
commit  an  indiscretion,  he  told  her  he  must  catch 
his  tram  back  to  Oxford;  and  hailing  a  cab,  left  her 
to  Turner's  water-colours,  with  the  promise  that  he 
would  think  over  that  Gallery. 
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But  he  thought  over  Irene  instead    Pitv  thev 
sa,d.  was  akin  to  lovel    If  so  he  was  certSnK 

id  W?vh'^/u*'°«^^'^"*^"^°P««°handicapp^ 
h^Ay^t^lx.  ^^''^  *°  goodness  she'll  keep  W 

poor  threads  of  occupation,  he  couldn't  imagine  how 
she  would  go  on  -  so  beautiful  a  creature,  ho^lesr 
andfairgameforanyone!  In  his  exaspeSwas 
SrJnJ??;?-*  ^'^t  ^'*r  ^"d  J*=^'o»sy-  Women  did 
'l  Si  °f  r «•="  ^'^'^y  ^^^^  d"^«"  ''^to  corners 
•  i^^^^"^  ^'?^*  ^"^'^^  ^"  <Jo  "ow» '  he  thought. 
A  "'^:.  ''^°*-''=  '*^*«^  °^  things  f  And  I  supLe 
they  would  say  ,t  was  her  own  fault.'    Very  prS- 

ffil'^Vf"  'i^'^^^  he  got  into  his  train^  SJ- 
laid  his  ticket,  and  on  the  platform  at  Oxford  took 

W  w^thlt°h^- '\T^°^^  '^«  he  seemed  to  remS^ 
whTS?  hemg  able  to  put  a  name  to  her,  not  even 
when  he  saw  her  havmg  tea  at  the  Rainbow. 
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CHAPTER   IV 

WHERE   FORSYTES   FEAR  TO   TREAd' 

Quivering  from  the  defeat  of  his  hopes  with  the 
green  morocco  case  still  flat  againTwr  heart- 
Soames  revolved  thoughts  bitter  as  death  a' 
KiSht  n!';:S,^Ji^*'  ^"^  noting  nothing  t 

luss  until  Bosmney  came  on  the  scene     Nn. Vk- 
was  ,n  love  again,  or  she  would  „ot"fve  mSe'tto 

■l4.  staSfiS'Sttt"^  ""°°^'    Very  well! 

wJ&iKsfSsir'^rhii-ei?^^' 
^s,^!^%Stii??.ster^'S 
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It  was  too  insulting  to  himself ! 

He  slept  over  that  project  and  his  wounded  pride 
—  or  rather,  kept  vigil.  Only  while  shaving  did  he 
suddenly  remember  that  she  called  herself  by  her 
maiden  name  of  Heron.  Polteed  would  not  loiow, 
at  farst  at  all  events,  whose  wife  she  was,  would  not 
look  at  him  obsequiously  and  leer  behind  his  back. 
She  would  just  be  the  wife  of  one  of  his  clients. 
soHcitOT?  true  — for  was  he  not  his  own 

He  was  literally  afraid  not  to  put  his  design  into 
execution  at  the  first  possible  moment,  lest,  after  all 
he  might  fail  himself.      And  making  Warmson 
bnng  him  an  early  cup  of  coffee,  he  stole  out  of  the 
house  before  the  hour  of  breakfast.    He  walked 
rapidly  to  one  of  those  small  West  End  streets 
where  Polteed's  and  other  firms  ministered  to  the 
virtues  of  the  wealthier  classes.    Hitherto  he  had 
always  had  Polteed  to  see  him  in  the  Poultry;  but 
he  well  knew  their  address,  and  reached  it  at  the 
opening  hour.     In  the  outer  office,  a  room  furnished 
so  cosily  that  It  might  have  been  a  moneylender's,  he 
was  attended  by  a  lady  who  might  have  been  a 
schoolmistress. 

"  I  wish  to  see  Mr.  Qaud  Polteed.    He  knows  me 
—  never  mind  my  name." 

To  keep  everybody  from  knowing  that  he,  Soames 
l-orsyte,  was  reduced  to  havinjr  his  wife  spied  on 
was  the  overpowering  consideration. 

Mr.  Qaud  Polteed  —  so  different  from  Mr.  Lewis 
Polteed  — was  one  of  those  men  with  dark  hair, 
slightly  curved  noses,  and  quick  brown  eyes,  who 
might  be  taken  for  Jews  but  are  really  Phoenicians ; 
he  received  Soames  m  a  room  hushed  by  thickness 
of  carpet  and  curtains.    It  was,  in  fact,  confiden- 
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tially  furnished,  without  trace  of  document  any- 
where to  be  seen. 

Greeting  Soames  deferentially,  he  turned  the  key 
in  the  only  door  with  a  certain  ostentation. 

'  If  a  client  sends  for  me,'  he  was  in  the  habit  of 
saying,  '  he  takes  what  precaution  he  likes.  If  he 
comes  here,  we  convince  him  that  we  have  no  leak- 
ages. I  may  safely  say  we  lead  in  security,  if  in 
nothing  else.  .  .  .'  "  Now,  sir,  what  can  I  do  for 
you  ?  " 

Soames'  gorge  had  risen  so  that  he  could  hardly 
speak.  It  was  absolutely  necessary  to  hide  from 
this  man  that  he  had  any  but  professional  interest  in 
the  matter;  and,  mechanically,  his  face  assumed  its 
sideway  smile. 

"  I've  come  to  you  early  like  this  because  there's 
not  an  hour  to  lose  " —  if  he  lost  an  hour  he  might 
fail  himself  yet  I  "  Have  you  a  really  trustworthy 
woman  free?" 

Mr.  Polteed  unlocked  a  drawer,  produced  a  mem- 
orandum, ran  his  eyes  over  it,  and  locked  the  drawer 
up  again. 

"Yes,"  he  said;  "the  very  woman." 

Soames  had  seated  himself  and  crossed  his  legs 

nothing  but  a  faint  flush,  which  might  have  been  his 
normal  complexion,  betrriyed  him. 

"  Send  her  off  at  once,  then,  to  watch  a  Mrs.  Irene 
Heron  of  Flat  D,  Truro  Mansions,  Chelsea,  till  fur- 
ther notice." 

"  Precisely,"  said  Mr.  Polteed;  "divorce,  I  pre- 
sume?" and  he  blew  into  a  speaking-tube.  "  Mrs. 
Blanch  in  ?  I  shall  want  to  speak  to  her  in  ten  min- 
utes." 

"  Deal  with  any  reports  yourself,"  resumed 
Soames,  "  and  send  them  to  me  personally,  marked 
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confidential,   sealed   and   registered.      My  client 
exacts  the  utmost  secrecy." 

Mr.  Polteed  smiled,  as  though  saying,  '  You  are 
teaching  your  grandmother,  my  dear  sir ';  and  his 
eyes  slid  over  Soames'  face  for  one  unprofessiona' 
instant. 

"  Make  his  mind  perfectly  easy,"  he  said.  "  Do 
you  smoke?" 

"  No,"  said  Soames.  "  Understand  me :  Nothing 
ma:  .-ome  of  this.  If  a  name  gets  out,  or  the  watch- 
ing is  suspected,  it  may  have  very  serious  conse- 
quences. 

Mr.  Polteed  nodded.  "  I  can  put  it  into  the  ci- 
pher category.  Under  that  system  a  name  is  never 
mentioned;  we  work  by  numbers." 

He  unlocked  another  drawer  and  took  out  two 
g^s^of  paper,  wrote  on  them,  and  handed  one  to 

tTL  77^f^'"tf^"^J5-  The  party  watched 
T™  K  \^H  'T^*''^^'"  ^^'  t'^e  Mansions  25; 
yourself -I  should  say.  your  firm -31;  my 
firm  32,  myself  2.  In  case  you  should  have  to  men- 
tion your  client  m  writing  I  have  called  him  43 ;  any 
person  we  suspect  will  be  47;  a  second  person  51 
Any  special  hint  or  instruction  while  we're  about 

tioi;S'iSle''?'""="*'^*'^-^^^^>^'=°"^^^^^^^ 
Again  Mr.  Polteed  nodded.     "  Expense?  " 

»,f^''""'Y^'?^^'"^;.^^"  '■^*^°"'"  he  answered 
curtjy,  and  got  up.     "  Keep  it  ent-Vely  in  your  own 

"  Entirely,"  said  Mr.  Polteed,  appearing  suddenly 
between  him  and  the  door.     "  I  shkll  be  Ling  you 
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m  that  other  case  before  long.  Good-morning,  sir." 
His  eyes  slid  unprofessionally  over  Soames  once 
more,  and  he  unlocked  the  door. 

"  Good-morning,"  said  Soames,  looking  neither  to 
right  nor  left. 

9"* '""  *^^  street  he  swore  deeply,  quietly,  to  him- 
self. A  spider's  web,  and  to  cut  it  he  must  use  this 
spidery,  secret,  unclean  method,  so  utterly  repug- 
nant to  one  who  regarded  his  private  life  as  his  most 
sacred  piece  of  property.  But  the  die  was  cast,  he 
could  not  go  back.  And  he  went  on  into  the  Poul- 
try, and  locked  away  the  green  morocco  case  and 
the  key  to  that  cipher  destined  to  make  crystal-clear 
his  domestic  banfcruptc)'. 

Odd  that  one  whose  life  was  spent  in  bringing  to 
the  public  eye  all  the  private  coils  of  property,  the 
domestic  disagreements  of  others,  should  dread  so 
rtterly  the  public  eye  turned  on  his  own ;  and  yet  not 
odd,  for  who  should  know  so  well  as  he  the  whole  un- 
feeling process  of  legal  regulation? 

He  worked  hard  all  day.  Winifred  was  due  at 
four  o'clock;  he  was  to  take  her  down  to  a  confer- 
ence in  the  Temple  with  Dreamer  Q.C.,  and  waiting 
for  her  he  re-read  the  letter  he  had  caused  her  to 
write  the  day  of  Dartie's  departure,  requiring  him 
to  return. 

"  Dear  Montagu, 
"  I  have  received  your  letter  with  the  news  that 
you  have  left  me  for  ever  and  are  on  your  way  to 
Buenos  Aires.  It  has  naturally  been  a  great  shock. 
I  am  taking  this  earliest  opportunity  of  writing  to 
tell  you  that  I  am  prepared  to  let  bygones  be  bygones 
if  you  will  return  to  me  at  once.  I  beg  you  to  do  so. 
I  am  very  much  upset,  and  will  not  say  any  more 
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lOur  still  affectionate  wife, 
"Winifred  Dartie." 

pen.      Suppose  he  comes,  Soames ! "  in   =.!ii, 
the  Court  would  oitch  on     vfL      me  sort  ot  thing 

thought; '  we  musi pTsh  i?on^"  '''''"''''  "^^ '  "^^ 
Winifred,  who  had  adooted  a  km^  nf  t,,  ■* 

well,  arrived  m  James'  barouche  drawn  S^  faS 
■•«»^.ty  gave  hto  a  shock    'SLTiSii" 
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!.evH^^4''T'l*=  '°"^  *'°^^"'t  'o^ow  whafll  go 
next  I  1  op  hats  even  were  scarcer  He  enmiir^rl 
after  Val  Val  said  Winifred,  wrote  thatTwas 
going  to  play  polo  next  term.  She  thought  hi  Zll 
ma  very  good  set.  She  added  with  flshiona^W 
disguised  anxiety:  "Will  there  be  much  puEtv 

?J?i:       "'■ '"™'  ^"^  the  girls."  I'  f    » • 

SoSSesanLer'S:"'^™*^  ^"  ''"^  -'*•"  «-' 
to  tI!l^?^P*"  ^""^  *  pushing  lot;  it's  very  difficult 

&  r'eLT^V".^  they  corrupt  them  &  S 
oeastly  reports     But  we  haven't  got  to  that  vet 

Sroueston'"?ff '''■'''"'.'  *°^/°"  ''''^'^'^- 

Sr:^ZitlF^}^  '^^-'^^  might^rl^?^ 
Winifred  sighed 

'qo^i,'«  ^**u  *''°'^'i  *^°"*y'«  '^n ' "  she  said 
Soames  gave  her  a  sharp  look.     It  was  clear  tn 
hm,  that  she  could  not  take  her  Dartre  serSsly 
and  would  go  back  on  the  whole  thing  if  riven  haff 

matr/rom'Jier'l  "'^4'"'^  ''^^  '^"  «™ '*"  *  s 
matter  f  roni  the  first.    To  save  a  little  scandal  now 

would  only  bring  on  his  sister  and  her  children  S 

disgrace  and  perhaps  ruin  later  on  if  Dartie  Jere 

Sit  tJr^  °"  *°  *'?^'"'  ^°'"&  down-hflUnd 
spending  the  money  James  would  leave  his 
daughter  Though  it  was  all  tied  up,  that  fellow 
wou  d  m.lk  the  settlements  somehow,  and  make  S 

bankruptcy  or  even  perhaps  gaol!  They  left  the 
shming  carnage,  with  the  shining  horses  and  the 
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^*!!}L'T^*"^^T.^^"^"*s  on  the  Embankment  and 
Ztf^V"  '''''''''  2-^'^  ChambersTSrcfwl 

Mr  Bellby,  the  junior --not  as  iunior  as  he 
might  have  been,  for  Soames  only  emioyed  barris 
ters  of  established  reputation;  it  was.  inS  some 
^J^L""^  \"]^,^'tV°  ^''"  how  barristers  ever  mTn 
^  Mr°  R  fiK  "^  '^^'  ''^''^  ""^^^  Wm  employ  Tern 
.T  •..??"''y  ^^s  -^^ted.  taking  a  final  riance 
through  h,s  papers.  He  had  come  from  Court  and 
Tt'likeZT^^rT-  "^^^'^  «"'t«d  a  nose  Sting 
Wue  eves  and'rS  °^  ^  *  "^  P"'"?-  his  small  ihrewf 
owe  eyes,  and  rather  protruding  bwer  lin  —  no  het 
ter  man  to  supplement  and  stiffen  Dreader 

1  he  introduction  to  Winifred  accomplished  thev 
XctedluS^"^  '^'^  °^  ^'^^  -^  sliaS 
for  sYx  mir'*  'v°'"P'3:r  can't  bring  proceedings 
Bellby  "  "^^"^  *°  ^^^  °"  ^'^^  the  matter, 

smni  ?t^W^'T^^*'^^*he  ghost  of  an  Irish  brogue, 
smiled  at  Winifred  and  murmured:  "  The  Law's  de 
lays,  Mrs.  Dartie."  ^ 

"Six  months!  "  repeated  Soames;  "it'll  drive  it 
ip  to  June !  We  shan't  get  the  suit  on  ti  1  after  thV 
long  vacation     We  must  put  the  screw  on  BeHby  '' 

Mr.  Dreamer  wil  see  you  now,  sir." 
Dreamer  Q.C.,  in  a  gown  but  divested  of  wig,  was 
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standing  before  the  fire  as  if  ih;.       r 
m  the  nature  of  a  treat  'he  hfJ^L^  conference  were 

oily  complexion  wh?ch  ^  Ih         '^^"^'  '^'^'''' 
considerable  nose  with^tc  ^f^'  learning,  a 

little  greyish  wh1sSs-1,f?''  ^-""^^  °"  '*'  ^nd 

petuaUo^ing  of  one  eVe  Jn'lf  ti;'^'"^  '"  '^^  ^^- 
his  lower  with  his  unDerTn  u-  u""  "concealment  of 
turn  to  his  speech  He  had  i"'^  ^^'  ^  smothered 
suddenly  round  the  corner  ""t^'  *°°'  ^^  coming 
talking  to;  this  with?  J^  °"  *^.^  P^'^^o"  he  waf 
andaLbitof  'rritt'r"'^'^i"Srt 

had  secured  a  SSfn  1°''%*'^  ^^^"^  *«  spe^k  - 
vorce  to  very  fS  wf  •^*'^"^  '"  P^l'ate  ^d  Dl- 
Mr.  BelIby'/bS,y  Sclntt/-""" V^u^  '^^^^'  to 
growled,  and  said  ^  "^^^^^P'tulation  of  the  fact?,  he 

atWjI^a-SCS'^Sr-^thecorne. 

Sirm^t-KS|H-,^-"tiraft:^ 
that's  the  poinf  Si't  h  ?  »^"''  *°  ^^''^  ^"tten  - 

"  Wh/fT^' "  Soames  began. 

ing  r^ni  g?  ^eT  ^'"''^ ' "  ^'^  ^-mer,  com- 

'"^We^  woK?:^  'tiinf  %^i  "■'^^  ^  "-"d-      • 
We've  no  need  to  pVe  um^J,"  T'^^^"  °J  December. 

"No,"  said  Soames  "wh     I  '?r  *^^"  ^^at." 
commod^  byin'osiSo^'rll^P'.f-^-bein- 
rounJ^his^cot'-'.'its^'^Pr,  ^^^l"  --"^ 
to  Jericho,  ought  tTey!  Srs.'^Si;3''*indT 
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raised  his  gown  into  a  sort  of  f antail.    "  I  agree 
We  can  go  forward.     Is  there  anything  more  ?^' 
Nothing  at  present,"  said  Soames  meaningly  • 
I  wanted  you  to  see  my  sister  "  ^^' 

Dreamer  growled  softly:   "Delighted      Good 

'Thef  fi leA"*!  '^*  f^".^''LP'-°tectio^"  °'  ^is  ^^ 
1  hey  filed  out.     Winifred  went  down  the  stairs 

Jiing  through  quick,  «e  never  may.  Tyof  ihlS 
*e  understands  that  >"  i^you  tnink 

-  gSd  mt."  "'"  "''  ^^"'^-  "  G°-J  --  *-^h 
Soames  nodded  and  hastened  after  his  sister  Hp 
iSn^d^t  onJetSf '  ^^^^-^^  ^^  '^^^^^  ^^ 
comjete."''''*'"'^  °^  **'*'  stewardess  will  be  very 
.n]Kl"'^'"^'*«  ^^''^  hardened;  she  drew  herself  up, 
£  .^fir?"'  1°  *^'  "^^"^S^-  And,  all  through 
£ti  ni?!,/'"'*'  H^'V°  9'""^"  Street,  the  souls  !f 
both  of  them  revolved  a  single  thought :  '  Why  oh  I 

«  K^-^'}?.!*''^  J.  'l^^^  *°  ^^Pose  my  misfortune  to  ?he 
public  like  this  ?  Why  have  to  employ  spies  to  neer 
|n^my  private  troubles?    They  Vre^ot  Ky 
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family  towards  riddance  of ^^f^t.  ^^  ^°"yt« 

longer  possess,  was  trdeningl^^^ 

body  politic     Nirtini^c  Z.-  "^  »    ^  '"  '"^  British 

cerninga  war  whkh^ust^l?"^ ^  '°  ^^^''^f"'  <=on- 
heard  to  saTthlt  hes^R  *  ^f  ^^*  P''°P^rty.  had  been 
they  were  Snet^^ZT^  ^  P'g-headed  lot; 

they  had  theSrTeion  he  gter"'"'^^^  '^^r^^'' 
out  Wolselevl    Q»I;i      1  o^^'^r.    He  would  send 

otherpS^i^S  tlr^'  ^  ""'^  ^"^t''^^  thaS 
tuneof  alf  LporsTes-heTn  ^^^^'^'^'-l^e  for- 
that  Buller  was  nTthelnan-'ffir?  ^^'f^^ 
who  just  went  hnftJn^       j  •  7^  ^  """  of  a  chap, 
Wsmk  w"  ute'  ^^1-:^  ^''^y  *'^t  look  out' 
ber,  sothat  when  Black  vSl  ^^  T'^  '"  ^ecem- 
to  say  to  evriyb^v    '  I^m''  '^^'"^'.he  was  enabled 
week  of  gloom  sSh  a/nl  p  ^°!i  '°-      ^™S  that 
very  young  Mcholasatren£['^'  '°"'^  remember, 
corps: 'The  Devi?s  OwJ  .  thf. '°  '"^"y  ^nHs  in  his 
suited  the  famXphyScian  aJrH^N'^^^^s'^on- 
and  was  alarmed  to  find  thSL      '°"'  ^^^^^^ 
sound.    The  bov  had  nnW  -1  ^^  "^^^  perfectly 

and  been  cafled  L  the  ba?.i"f  '^*'"  *"''  «"""«« 
^0  tne  bar,  at  some  expense,  and  it 
183 
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was  in  a  way  a  nightmare  to  his  father  and  mother 
that  he  should  be  playing  with  military  efficiency  at 
a  time  when  military  efficiency  in  the  civilian  popu- 
lation might  conceivably  be  wanted.  His  grand- 
father, of  course,  pooh-poohed  the  notion,  too  thor- 
oughly educated  in  the  feeling  that  no  British  war 
could  be  other  than  little  and  professional,  and  pro- 
foundly distrustful  of  Imperial  commitments,  by 
which,  moreover,  he  stood  to  lose,  for  he  owned  De 
Beers,  now  going  down  fast,  more  than  a  sufficient 
sacrifice  on  the  part  of  his  grandson. 

At  Oxford,  however,  rather  different  sentiments 
prevailed.    The  inherent  effervescence  of  conglom- 
erate youth  had,  during  the  two  months  of  the  term 
before  Black  Week,  been  gradually  crystallising  out 
into  vivid  oppositions.    Normal  adolescence,  ever 
in  England  of  a  conservative  tendency,  though  not 
taking  things  too  seriously,  was  vehement  for  a 
fight  to  a  finish  and  a  good  licking  for  the  Boers. 
Of  this  larger  faction  Val  Dartie  was  naturally  a 
member.    Radical  youth,  on  the  other  hand,  a  small 
but  perhaps  more  vocal  body,  was  for  stopping  the 
war  and  giving  the  Boers  autonomy.    Until  Black 
Week,  however,  the  groups  were  amorphous,  with- 
out sharp  edges,  and  argument  remained  but  aca- 
demic.   Jolly  was  one  of  those  who  knew  not  where 
he  stood.    A  streak  of  his  grandfather  old  Jolyon's 
love  of  justice  prevented  him  from  seeing  one  side 
only.    Moreover,  in  his  set  of '  the  best '  there  was  a 
jumpmg-jesus '  of  extremely  advanced  opinions 
and  some  personal  magnetism.   Jolly  wavered.    His 
father,  too,  seemed  doubtful  in  his  views.     And 
though,  as  was  proper  at  the  age  of  twenty,  he  kept 
a  sharp  eye  on  his  father,  watchful  for  defects 
which  might  still  be  remedied,  still  that  father  had 
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of  ironic  tl'rtfr  ArSs°V'^"°"'-  *°  ^'^  "''' 
count  for  one's  father^ln  ;f  f  one  mus,  dis- 
Jolyon's  ori^4fSXVL°'n,r'*^''"-    ^H* 

Colenso.     The  sturdl  Fn.S""^'  .^^g^^fontein, 

Hmnt      „     I-    .""^"^  3"a  damnation  to  the  Boer    ' 

heToti^d  that  vXni?  1'  ^^"^^^  ^-^"^y. 
ing  at  him  with  a  tr£  JnH'  °  ^  ^^'^'  ^^«  '^ok- 
ne^hbour.  He  wfs  sure!  waT^-^"'"^*^'^  '">  his 
last  boy  in  the  worW  to  mllT  ^''"P?/^^'"S:•    The 

>.»».lf:  "you  waf,  „y  >ri.„'S','.."ffi„  !:i„?'C 
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was  good  for  him,  as  the  custom  was,  helped  him  to 
remember,  when  they  all  trooped  forth  to  a  secluded 
spot,  to  touch  Val  on  the  arm. 
"  What  did  you  say  about  me  in  there?  " 
Mayn't  I  say  what  I  like?  " 

"Well,  I  said  you  were  a  pro-Boer  —and  so  you 

"You're  a  liar!" 

"  D'you  want  a  row  ?  " 

"  Of  course,  but  not  here;  in  the  garden." 

Ml  right.  Come  on." 
They  went,  eyeing  each  other  askance,  unsteady 
and  unflmchmg;  they  climbed  the  garden  railings 
The  spikes  on  the  top  slightly  ripped  Val's  sleeve 
and  occupied  his  mind.  Jolly's  mind  was  occupied  by 
the  thought  that  they  were  going  to  fight  in  thi 
precincts  of  a  college  foreign  to  them  both.  It  was 
not  the  th.ng,  but  never  mind  —  the  young  beast ! 

X  iiey  passed  over  the  grass  into  very  nearly  dark- 
ness, and  took  off  their  coats. 
A  "i^^'^ur  "°*  screwed,  are  you?  "  said  Jolly  sud- 
denly       I  can  t  fight  you  if  you're  screwed.'' 
No  more  than  you." 
"  All  right  then." 

Without  shaking  hands,  they  put  themselves  at 
once  into  postures  of  defence.  They  had  drunk  too 
much  for  science,  and  so  were  especially  careful  to 
assume  correct  attitudes,  until  Jolly  smote  Val  al- 
most accidentally  on  the  nose.  Aft-.r  that  it  was 
nf  ft.  M  f"''  ugly  scrimmage  in  the  deep  shadow 
ot  the  old  trees,  with  no  one  to  caU  'time,'  till,  bat- 
tered and  blown,  they  unclinched  and  staggered 
oack  from  each  other,  as  a  voice  said; 
Your  names,  young  gentlemen?" 
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af  "^L*^'^  ^J^"'*  '^"^'■y  ^Po'''^"  from  under  the  lamo 
at  the  garden  gate,  like  some  demand  of  a  7^ 

te^r^anlftKni^'^t-^"^!,^'''^^^^^^^^ 
fZ^^u        ,  J   failings,  shmned  up  them,  and  maHe 

for  he  secluded  spot  whence  they  had  is  ued  to  ?hl 

S    v?^''!' '"  "*"?  "e:ht,  they  mopped  their  faces 

»  Chefs' '  TtaTlf  "'"  "  ?""■■"•  B™s' c 

&^%°^""  ">  "Si"  ■  ^N?™?S 
M  ;h°e'BSSs;S=,dh  sS 

no.  dnnk,  and  only  sippingl  |i„|e  hS  a.  iSh 


i  VI 


z88 


IN  CHANCERY 


The  legend  that   some  fool '  had  run  into  him  round 
a  corner  accounted  for  a  bruise  on  his  ch^k     hJ 
would  on  no  account  have  mentioned  ILfi^^;  f 
on^second  thoughts,  it  fenTr'Xrt  o/hlfsUd.' 

Sras'^fe"'  ''T'^  there  waf  a?t-ran^"1,il- 

sigh  hu^t  putult^o  Ee  clr'"^  '"^^  ^'^' 
of  erase ^ir-T^-      l-         ^  certam  worn  avenues 

He  boufrhf  a  r;fl«  I  ""ng  airaid  than  most  boys. 

hie  i!i%C'ir'«™r°;h',  "^.  f '"  k' 
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his  own  bat  might  look  like  '  swagger ';  because  of 
course  it  wasn't  really  necessary.  Besides,  he  did 
not  want  to  go,  for  the  other  side  of  this  young 
Forsyte  recoiled  from  leaping  before  he  looked. 
It  was  altogether  mixed  pickles  within  him,  hot  and 
sickly  pickles,  and  he  became  quite  unlike  his  serene 
and  rather  lordly  self. 

And  then  one  day  he  saw  that  which  moved  him 
to  uneasy  wrath --t\vo  riders,  in  a  glade  of  the 
Park  close  to  the  Ham  Gate,  of  whom  she  on  the 
left-hand  was  most  assuredly  Holly  on  her  silver 
roan,  and  he  on  the  right-hand  as  assuredly  that 
squirt    ValDartle.    His  first  impulse  was  to  urge 
on  his  own  horse  and  demand  the  meaning  of  this 
portent,  tell  the  fellow  to  'bunk,'  and  take  Holly 
home     His  second  — to  feel  that  he  would  look  a 
fool  if  they  refused.    He  reined  his  horse  in  behind 
a  tree,  then  perceived  that  it  was  equally  impossible 
to  spy  on  them.    Nothing  for  it  but  to  go  home  and 
await  her  coming!    Sneaking  out  with  that  young 
bounder!    He  could  not  consult  with  June,  because 
she  had  gone  up  that  morning  in  the  train  of  Eric 
Cobbley  and  his  lot.    And  his  father  was  still  in 
that  rotten  Pans.'    He  felt  that  this  was  emphati- 
cally one  of  those  moments  for  which  he  had  trained 
himself^  assiduously,  at  school,  where  he  and  a  boy 
called  Brent  had  frequently  set  fire  to  newspapers 
and  placed  them  in  the  centre  of  their  studies  to 
accustom  them  to  coolness  in  moments  of  danger 
2.i/-A,'"'\^V'l  at  all  cool  waiting  in  the  stable- 
yard,  idly  stroking  the  dog  Balthasar,  who,  queasy 
as  an  old  fat  monk  and  sad  in  the  absence  of  his 
master,  turned  up  his  face,  panting  with  gratitude 
for  this  attention^    It  was  half  In  houT  before 
Holly  came,  flushed  and  ever  so  much  prettier  than 
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My-U&'°J'^^-  He  saw  her  look  at  him 
in  TnnTof^  Z  °^  course  — then  followed  her 
h^A^'  ll'""^  ^^^  ^™'  conducted  her  into  what 
had  been  their  grandfather's  study.    The  rcSn  not 

ff  hv'""*  "°'''  ^^'  ?*'"  vaguely  haunted  fTthm 
derSe^^  ^  Presence  with  which  they  associated  S 
derness  large  drooping  white  moustaches  the 
scent  of  cgar  smoke,  and  laughter.    Here  Jolly  in 

fu  L'hT"^  ^''  y^"*'''  ^^^""'^^^  went  to  school  at 
all,  had  been  wont  to  wrestle  with  his  grandfather 

Mer^h^^hfe^^^^^ 

times  without  number  to  cricket  on  the  lawn  "nl 
,^nT*fi™."l^^"'"  ^^"^'^ '  Wopsy-doozle '  nr  to  2 
verv  hnr^w'^  °"'''^""'  which  made  old  JoTyon 
r^Z  A  •  Here  once  on  a  warm  night  Holly  had 
appeared  m  her  'nighty,'  having  had  a  bad  dream 
to  have  the  clutch  of  it  released.  And  here  S' 
having  begun  the  day  badly  by  introducing  fizLv 
magnesia  into  Mademoiselle  Beauce's  newTafd  eS^ 
and  gone  on  to  worse,  had  been  sent  down  f  in^' 
"  Now°?''J"*''^''^  *°  '^'  ensuing  dTa"o^"e?' 
"  Wll  T.  t^'J"^  '""'*";*  S°  ^  "ke  this." 

hers  and  then^^fl'"^'^'' •'  ^^^"'  ^°  ^  ^"'y  boxed 
f.  o  ".  "en  she  boxed  mine  again  " 

Strike  a  lady?    That'll  never  do!    Have  von 
begged  her  pardon?"  xiave  you 

"  Not  yet." 

alon?'"  ^''^  ""'*  ^°  ^"^  ^°  't  ^t  o"«.     Come 
one.'^"'  she  began  it.  Gran;  and  she  had  two  to  my 
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"  WelftJl^T,,^"  outrageous  thing  to  do." 
mine/-    '    ^  '""^  ^^'  ^^'^P^'^i  a°d  I  didn't  lose 
"  Come  along." 

"wn*'T^.*°*?'*'»^"'Gran." 

Well— this  time  only" 
And  they  had  gone  hand  in  hand 

JoUyS  ■  """  '""'  P-MdchiMren.     And 

"I  saw  you  and  ehat  fellow  in  ihe  Park  " 

"Well?"  she  said  ashamed! 

j^^olly  was  surprised;  he  had  expected  more,  or 

0,11' ?°  ^°"  ^°^'"  Jie  said  weiehtilv    "fj,,*  1, 
caried  me  a  pro-Boer  last  term  ?  Sthad  toigh? 

"  Who  won  ?  " 

Jolly  wished  to  answer  •  '  I  ^hr.„iA  u       ,  ^      . 
seemed  beneath  him  "'''  ''^^*^'   l"**  '* 

itP;te^;>S^;-^t's  the  meaning  Of 
IridTt^taV"-  ^^^-'^•'-e;.,hy  shouldn't 
awfuT^i^^otTer .^^  "■'^^  ^•''>-    I  think  he's  an 
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Holly  went  pale  with  anger. 
AnJir"'*:  '*'^  your  own  fault  for  not  liking  him  " 
And  slipping  past  her  brother  she  went  out  leaAr 
ing  him  staring  at  the  bronze  VenuslittW  on  J 
tortoise,  which  had  been  shielded  from  h&?ar 

hat  '  H^ti;'  ^'^.  ^'?^  ""'^^'-  ^''  ^°ft  feU  riding 
hat.    He  felt  queerly  disturbed,  shaken  to  his  vounf 
foundations.    A  lifelong  domination  lay  shattered 
round  his  feet.    He  went  up  to  the  Venus  and  me 
chanica  ly  mspected  the  tortoise.    Why  dWn't  he 
like  Val  Dartie?    He  could  not  tell.    WaVt  of 
^T^^J'T'^'y'  ^'^^y  ^^^'■e  of  that  vSe  feud 
which  had  started  thirteen  years  before  SfiosTn 
neys  defection  from  June  in  favour  of  Soames' 
wife,  knowing  really  almost  nothing  about  Val  he 
was  at  sea.    He  just  did  dislike  him    The  nues  ion 
however,  was:  What  should  he  do?    ValDarti'  it 
was  true,  was  a  second-cousin,  but  it  was  not  V- 
hmg  for  Holly  to  go  about  wi'th  him     And  yet  Jo 
tell    of  what  he  had  chanced  on  was  aeainlt  hk 
creed.    !„  this  dilemma  he  went  and  it  fn  Z  nW 
leather  chair  and  crossed  his"egs     ft* '"^  daJk 

Iw  at  Te'oM  ■■'  t^r^"^  °"*  *^^°"g'^  the^oTg  tin 
dow  at  the  old  oak-tree,  ample  yet  bare  of  leaved 

onXTust"'^  ^"^*  ^  ^'^P^  ^^  ^-P-  ^  °k  prS 

aTMth^^hTmlW^^^^^^ 

London,  to  this  house-came  driving  w?th  S- 
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done?    Tell  Darf  ht-  n^^JT         ,  "^"^^  was  to  be 

June?-only  she  waT  so  'Tn'  '"".T' ,  ^'''^^^  '" 
ing:  and  trust  to  lu^'  After  /ll?rv°°  "°*''- 
soon  be  over.  Go  unanrf  t^\r  f  '  ^^^  ^^-  would 
But  how  ge  hiTaddress'  Sl^"'^^fi"^''"off? 
him!  Amazeof  pat£  aL"^°"fV°V^'t  Sjve  it 
lit  a  cigarette  •  Wh^n  tf  u  j  P^^^'*"''*'" '  He- 
through  his  brow  Xe^  SlTH'^  '^^'f^^y 

old  hand  had  been  passed  ;.nM^  ^'  -'^  ""'"^  thin 


CHAPTER  VI 

JOLYON  IN  TWO  MINDS 

A  LITTLE  private  hotel  over  a  well-known  restau- 
rant near  the  Gare  St.  Lazare  was  Jolyon's  haunt 
in  Fans.  He  hated  his  fellow  Forsytes  abroad  — 
vapid  as  fish  out  of  water  in  their  well-trodden  runs 
the  Opera,  Rue  de  Rivoli,  and  Moulin  Rouge.  Their 
air  of  having  come  because  they  wanted  to  be  some- 
where else  as  soon  as  possible  annoyed  him.  But 
no  other  Forsyte  came  near  this  haunt,  where  he 
had  a  wood  fire  in  his  bedroom  and  the  coffee  was 
excellent.  Pans  was  always  to  him  more  attractive 
in  winter.  The  acrid  savour  from  woodsmoke  and 
chestnut-roasting  braziers,  the  sharpnes.<>  of  the 
wintry  sunshine  on  bright  days,  the  open  cafes 
defying  keen-aired  winter,  the  self-contained  br.sk 
boulevard  crowds,  all  informed  him  that  in  winter 
Pans  possessed  a  soul  which,  like  a  migrant  bird  in 
high  summer  flew  away. 

MfS.^J^°^^  l^^"""^  '^^"'  ^^^  'O'"^  friends,  knew 
little  places  where  pleasant  dishes  could  be  met  with 
queer  types  observed.  He  felt  philosophic  in  Paris,' 
the  edge  of  irony  sharpened;  life  took  on  a  subtle 
purposeless  meaning,  became  a  bunch  of  flavours 
tasted,  a  darkness  shot  with  shifting  gleams  of  light 
When  in  the  first  week  of  December  he  decided 
to  go  to  Pans,  he  was  far  from  admitting  that 
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Irene's  presence  was  influencing  him.    He  had  not 

t^see  her'h'Ti'^^  '^'°''l^^  °^"^^  that  tSe  wLh 
Fnt^!n^  i^^""  ™°r^  *^^"  ^^"  the  reason.  In 
&f  iv.  "^  °u.^  •'^'''  ."?*  ^^'"'t  w^'at  was  natural.  He 
had  thought  It  might  be  well  to  speak  to  her  about 

Pariltr?  °^  ""t"  ^^i  ^"'^  ^tt^^'  n.atters!Vut  "n 
Pans  he  at  once  knew  better.  There  was  a  rfamni,r 
over  the  city.    On  the  third  day  he  wro'e"^  oTr 

nriirr**  ^"/?«^«'-  which  procured  him  a  pleS- 
urable  shiver  of  the  nerves : 

"  My  dear  Jolyon, 

"  It  will  be  a  happiness  for  me  to  see  you. 

"  Irene." 

He  took  his  way  to  her  hotel  on  a  bright  dav 

with  a  feehng  such  as  he  had  often  had  S^ng  to 

m^V'^T'^^S''''"'^-  No  woman,  so  ffr  af  he 
remembered  had  ever  inspired  in  him  this  special 
sensuous  and  yet  impersonal  sensation.  Hrwas 
gomg  to  s,t  and  feast  his  eyes,  and  come  away  know- 
ing her  no  better,  but  ready  to  go  and  feast  his  ew« 
again  to-morrow  Such  Ls  L  feel  ng  when'^L' 
the  tarnished  and  ornate  little  lounge  of Touiet 
hote  near  the  river  she  came  to  him  preceded  bv  a 
small  page-boy  who  uttered  the  word!  'KTaS^  " 
and  vanished.  Her  face,  her  smile,  the  S^of 
pres&fT:;r^  ^^!i^  h^?  P'^tur^.  andT  ex- 

"  wi^l"  i     ^-fV^'^  P'^'"'y-  'A  friend!' 

"  None  "  "^^^'  P"^""  ^'^''^-  " 

"Nothing  from  Soames?" 

"  Nothing." 

Ja  t^^-^  '^*  *^*=  ^^*  ^°'"  yo"'  and  like  a  good  stew- 
Paris? """^  y°"  «°nie  money.    How  df ^u  Hke 
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While  he  put  her  through  this  catechism,  it 
seemed  to  hun  that  he  had  never  seen  lips  so  fine 
and  sensitive,  the  lower  lip  curving  just  a  little  up- 
wards, the  upper  touched  at  one  corner  by  the  least 
conceivable  dimple.  It  was  like  discovering  a 
woman  in  what  had  hitherto  been  a  sort  of  soft  and 
breathed-on  statue,  almost  impersonally  admired. 
She  owned  that  to  be  alone  in  Paris  was  a  little  diffi- 
cult ;  and  yet,  Paris  was  so  full  of  its  own  life  that  it 
was  often,  she  confessed,  as  innocuous  as  a  desert. 
Besides,  the  English  were  not  liked  just  now! 

"That  will  hardly  be  your  case,"  said  Tolyon: 
you  should  appeal  to  the  French." 
"  It  has  its  disadvantages." 
Jolyon  nodded. 

"  Well,  you  must  let  me  take  you  about  while  I'm 
here.  We'll  start  to-morrow.  Come  and  dine  at 
my  pet  restaurant;  and  we'll  go  to  the  Opera- 
Comique." 

It  was  the  beginning  of  daily  meetings. 
Jolyon  soon  found  that  for  those  who  desired  a 
static  condition  of  the  aflfections,  Paris  was  at  once 
the  first  and  last  place  in  which  to  be  friendly  with 
a  pretty  woman.  Revelation  was  alighting  like  a 
bird  in  his  heart,  singing: '  Elle  est  ton  reve!  Elle 
est  ton  reve!'  Sometimes  this  seemed  natural, 
sometimes  ludicrous  — a  bad  case  of  elderly  rap- 
ture. Having  orice  been  ostracised  by  Society,  he 
had  never  smce  had  any  real  regard  for  conven- 
tional morality;  but  the  idea  of  a  love  which  she 
could  never  return  —and  how  could  she  at  his  age? 
—  hardly  mounted  beyond  his  subconscious  mind. 
He  was  full,  too,  of  resentment,  at  the  waste  and 
loneliness  of  her  life.  Aware  of  being  some  com- 
fort to  her,  and  of  the  pleasure  she  clearly  took  in 
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their  many  little  outings,  he  was  amiably  desirous 

ure  Tw^^^^r^'"^/.^*^'"^  ^°  ^"t^°y  that  S- 
ure.    It  was  like  watchmg  a  starved  plant  draw  uo 

water,  to  see  her  drink-in  his  companionsWp     So 

!•!?,  ''if^'^'f '  she  was  unknown  in  Paris,  and  he  but 
n  /L^°'"ll'^*'jf*  discretion  seemed  t^nnecessary 
n  those  walks,  talks,  visits  to  concerts,  picture-eal- 
S  *5f*A"^' j'"le  dinners,  expeditions  to  Ver- 
sailles, St.  Qoud.  even  Fontainebleau.    And  time 
fled— one  of  those  full  months  without  oast  to  ,> 

been  headlong  passion,  was  now  perhaps  as  deep  a 
feeling,  but  far  gentler,  tempered  to  protective  com 
panionship  by  admiration,  hopelessness,  and  a  senTe 
of  chivalry -arrested  in  his  veins  at  least  so  W 
as  she  was  there,  smiling  and  happy  in  their  friend 
ship,  and  always  to  him  more  beautifulTnd  spir- 
itually   responsive :    for    her   philosophy   of  ?iie 
seemed  to  march  in  admirable  step  with  hU  own 
conditioned  by  emotion  more  than  by  reason  iron' 
ically  mistrustful,  susceptible  to  beauty,  almost  pas- 
sionately humane  and  tolerant  vet  subiect  tn  fn 

mnnfV,  ?,»  "'^-  '^".""^  ^"  ^^'^  Companionable 

month  he  never  quite  lost  that  feeling  with  which 
he  had  set  out  on  the  first  day  as  if  to  vis?  an 

1  he  tuture  —  inexorable  pendant  to  the  present  — 
he  took  care  not  to  face,  for  fear  of  breakinc-  un 
his  untroubled  manner;  but  he  made  plans  to  re„ew 

Sn  wrs'ho"t'anr.>f*'"  ""^^  ''^"^'^*'"''  -h^  reTh^ 

ind  pafnt  A.  i  f '  "^^'^  '^^^"^^  t^'^^s  to  «ee 
ana  paint.  The  end  came  swift  y  on  the  20th  of 
January  with  a  telegram:  me  ^utn  ot 
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Have  enlisted  in  Imperial  Yeomanry.— Jollv  " 
Jolyon  received  it  just  as  he  was  setting  out  to 
meet  her  at  the  Louvre.  It  brought  him  uf  wSi  a 
round  turn.  While  he  was  lotus-eating  her^  hit 
Boy  whose;  philosopher  and  guide  he  ought  to  be 
had  taken  this  great  step  towards  danger,  hardship' 
perhaps  even  death.    He  felt  disturbed  to  the  soS 

r^idX'"*^?'"l\?'T.^'-"="^  ^^^  twined  hersdf 
round  the  roots  of  h.s  being.  Thus  threatened  with 
severance   the  tie  between  them -for  it  had  be- 

oualitv'  Thet°'  *''-r"?  '°"^^  '^^^  ^P^"onal 
quality.  The  tranquil  enjoyment  of  things  in  com- 
mon Jolyon  perceived,  was  gone  for  ever  He  saw 
his  fee  mg  as  it  was,  in  the  nature  of  an  inf atS^ 
1?  mm°H- •  P^'-^^P^'b"*  ?  real  that  sooner  or  iS 
W^  hl^'u'*'  '*'^"-    ^"^  n°^'  as  it  seemed  to 

te,i  tI^  "°*'  T^\r^'  "'^'^'^  ^"y  s"ch  dis- 
closure. The  news  of  Jolly  stood  inexorably  in  the 
way  He  was  proud  of  this  enlistment;  proud  of 
Ins  boy  for  going  off  to  fight  for  the  countnrTfor 

U^  Sk  XTSTt?'"'  r-  ^^''^  Week  h7d  leff 
Ksmark.  And  so  the  end  was  reached  before  the 
begmning!  Well,  luckily  he  had  never  made  a  si^l 
befS  the'  '  v"?'  -"^^  t^  Gallery  she  was  standing 
e^  K  J  ...  ^""8^"  °^  tJie  Rocks.'  graceful  al^ 
sorbed,  smiling  and  unconscious.  'Hive  I  to  ri^ 
up  seemg^^^?'  he  thought.  'It's  unnatural  lo 
long  as  she's  willing  that  I  should  see  her 'He 

fm^;  "f"!!"*'"/^'  ^^'^^'"^e  her,  storing  up  the 
image  of  her  figure,  envying  the  picture  on  whch 
she  was  bending  that  long  scrutiny    Twice  she 

thSt  ''Thff'  ;°--t.  *^f  entr'Lnce.^nd  t 
ttumght.    Thatsformel'    At  last  he  went  f or- 

"Look!»hesaid 
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Thl.^^u^f  telegram,  and  he  heard  her  sieh 
sSheThLd'i^dg^'i^rbe'?  ^°?^  ">-*  i"S 
lefcehj^hl^^  s.. 

"  Well  f"^  i'.-5"T'  ,°^  "^if'ff .'  y°"  «""«*  go" 
mSaI  dl'l  J^'y*'"''^'*"^  out  his  han^' 
terSm^  ^"  '^'''  "  ''°«'  ^^  ^^""g  "early  mas- 

seimfdiri" '"  ''^  ^^''^^    '""^^^  --  of  your- 
asKslr^SreVtT^Sr.'l^  '^'T'  'r' 

SS  it«iSsr4&^^^^^^^    hS  5-d 

solemnly.  anf'LSik&ag^b:""'  ''^  »"* 


CHAPTER  VII 

DARTIE  VERSUS  DARTIE 

The  suit— Dartie  versus  Dartie  — for  restitution 
'{La         ^^"Ju&al  rights  concerning  which  Wini- 
fred was  at  heart  so  deeply  undecided,  followed  the 
laws   of  subtraction  towards  day  of  judgment 
This  was  not  reached  before  the  Courts  role^for 
Chnstmas.  but  the  case  was  third  on  the  list  when 
&H  '^*  ''!,,""•    Winifred  spent  the  Christmas 
hohdays  a  thought  more  fashionably  than  usual 
w.th  the  matter  locked  up  in  her  low-cut  b^om 
James  was  particularly  liberal  to  her  that  Christ- 
mas, expressmg  thereby  his  sympathy,  and  relief 
at  the  approachmg  d  ssolution  of  her  marriage  S 

hi  nlH^lfn'"'"'  ,T*^''  ^^'^^'^  ^'«  °'d  J^eart  felt  but 
nis  old  lips  could  not  utter 

rnl^i  *^'^^PPearan:c.  of  Dartie  made  the  fall  in 

s^ndil  "Z^rJ^''^^^  '""f  ?^"^'-=  ^"<1 ««  to  the 
scandal  — the  rea  animus  he  felt  against  that  fel- 

ow,  and  the  increasing  lead  which  property  was  at- 

Srfv"^""  'T'^'^^^  '"  ^  t^"e  ForsyteS  to 
leave  this  world,  served  to  drug  a  mind  from  which 
all  allusions  to  the  matter  (except  his  own)  were 
studiously  kept.  What  worried  him  as  a  awyer 
and  a  parent  was  the  fear  that  Dartie  might  sud- 

made  Th^?  '"'^  ?h^^  '^'  ^'^''  °^  '^'  Court  when 
made.     That  would  be  a  pretty  how-de-do!    The 
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safd- "It'lrhi-^  V  i"Se  Christmas  cheque,  he 
saia .  It  s  ch  efly  for  that  chap  out  there  •  to  k«.pn 
him  from  coming  back."  It  was,  of  course'  to  nitch 
away  good  money,  but  all  in  the  nature  of  imu^nS 
•  agamst  that  bankruptcy  whidi  Z^iW  n«  V"^^"" 
hang  over  him  if  on^  thelw7wenMhroX 

^isS-wtt^^s^bS;^ 

for  Dartie,  at  least  for  not  launder^ngSn  pub- 
admitTedThat"^h  ^"^  ^l  ^^'"^  ^^rnl^^tL^te 

birds  for  news  of  their  father  llmfgeniuTof 
he  pom  of  coming  out.  and  Val  very  ?f^tVe  'bout 
hL^^f.t^'"'^-    H^  f^'t  that  Val  was  Ihe  rea 
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"  I  hear,"  he  said,  "  that  you  want  to  play  polo 
up  at  Oxford." 

Val  became  less  recumbent  in  his  chair. 

"Rather! "he  said. 

"Well,"  continued  Soames,  "that's  a  very  ex- 
pensive business.  Your  grandfather  isn't  likely  to 
consent  to  it  unless  he  can  make  sure  that  he's  not 
got  any  other  drain  on  him."  And  he  paused  to  see 
whether  the  boy  understood  his  meaning. 

Val's  dark  thick  lashes  concealed  his  eyes,  but  a 
slight  grimace  appeared  on  his  wide  mouth,  and  he 
muttered : 

"  I  suppose  you  mean  my  dad! " 

"  Yes,"  said  Soames;  "  I'm  afraid  it  depends  on 
whether  he  continues  to  be  a  drag  or  not ; "  and 
said  no  more,  letting  the  boy  dream  it  over. 

But  Val  was  also  dreaming  in  those  days  of  a 
silver-roan  palfrey  and  a  girl  riding  it.  Though 
Crum  was  in  town  and  an  introduction  to  Cynthia 
Dark  to  be  had  for  the  asking,  Val  did  not  ask; 
indeed,  he  shunned  Ctvua  and  lived  a  life  strange 
'^ven  to  himself,  except  in  so  far  as  accounts  with 
tailor  and  livery  stable  were  concerned.  To  his 
mother,  his  sisters,  his  young  brother,  he  seemed 
to  spend  his  Vacation  in  '  seeing  fellows,'  and  his 
evenings  sleepily  at  home.  They  could  not  propose 
anything  in  daylight  that  did  not  meet  with  the  one 
response:  "  Sorry;  I've  got  to  see  a  fellow  ";  and 
he  was  put  to  extraordinary  shifts  to  get  in  and  out 
of  the  house  unobserved  in  riding  clothes;  until, 
being  made  a  member  of  the  Goat's  Club,  he  was 
able  to  transport  them  there,  where  he  could  change 
unregarded  and  slip  off  on  his  hack  to  Richmond 
Park.  He  kept  his  growing  sentiment  religiously 
to  himself.    Not  for  a  world  would  he  breathe  to 
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the  'fellows,'  whom  he  was  not  ' seeing/  anythine 
so  ridiculous  from  the  point  of  view  of  their  creed 
and  his.  But  he  could  not  help  its  destroying  his 
other  appetites  It  was  coming  between  him  and 
the  legitimate  pleasures  of  youth  at  last  on  its  own 
in  a  way  which  must,  he  knew,  make  him  a  milk- 
sop in  the  eyes  of  Crum.    All  he  cared  for  was  to 

foX' p  K-  '^l^.fr^*^''  "1'"^  *°Srs,  and  steal  away 
to  the  Robm  Hill  Gate,  where  presently  the  silver 
roan  would  come  demurely  sidling  with  its  slim  and 
^rk-haired  nder,  and  in  the  glades  bare  of  leaves 
they  would  go  off  side  by  side,  not  talking  very  much 
[  j^  "i?,"^  sometimes,  and  sometimes  holding 
hands.  More  than  once  of  an  evening,  in  a  moment 
of  expansion,  he  had  been  tempted  to  tell  his  mother 

wJr.?/  I  ^T-^*..':?"^'"  '^^^  ^to>«"  '"  upon 
him  and  wrecked  his  '  life.'  But  bitter  experience, 
that  all  persons  above  thirty-five  were  spoil- 
sports, prevented  him.    After  all,  he  supposed  he 

wS5  ^''*'  ^  ?°  ^^^^S**  ^•^'^  College,  and  she 
would  have  to  'come  out,'  before  thiy  could  be 
married;  so  why  complicate  things,  so  long  as  he 
could  see  her?  Sisters  were  teasing  and  unsympa- 
thetic beings,  a  brother  worse,  so  there  was  no  one 

4i,?"w  '"'  ^f"^^^'  ^^'^  ^^st'y  ^J'vorce  business! 
Ah  I  what  a  misfortune  to  have  a  name  which  other 
people  hadnt!  If  only  he  had  been  called  Gordon 
or  Scott  or  Howard  or  something  fairly  common! 
But  Dartie  — there  wasn't  another  in  the  direc- 
tory! One  might  as  well  have  been  named  Morkin 
for  all  the  covert  it  afforded !  So  matters  went  on 
till  one  day  in  the  middle  of  January  the  silver- 
roan  palfrey  and  its  rider  were  missing  at  the  tryst  ' 
Lingering  in  the  cold,  he  debated  whether  he  should 
nde  on  to  the  house.    But  Jolly  might  be  there 
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and  the  memory  of  their  dark  encounter  was  still 
fresh  within  him.    One  could  not  be  always  fighting 
with  her  brother !    So  he  returned  dismally  to  town 
and  spent  an  evening  plunged  in  gloom.    At  break- 
fast next  day  he  noticed  that  his  mother  had  on  an 
unfamiliar  dress  and  was  wearing  her  hat.    The 
dress  was  black  with  a  glimpse  of  peacock  blue,  the 
hat  black  and  large  —  she  looked  exceptionally  well. 
But  when  after  breakfast  she  said  to  him,  "  Come 
in  here,  Val,"  and  led  the  way  to  the  drawing-room, 
he  was  at  once  beset  by  qualms.    Wmifred  care- 
fully shut  the  door  and  passed  her  handkerchief 
over  her  lips;  inhaling  the  violette  de  Parme  with 
which  it  had  been  soaked,  Val  thought:  '  Has  she 
found  out  about  Holly? '. 
Her  voice  interrupted: 
"  Are  you  going  to  be  nice  to  me,  dear  boy?  " 
Val  grinned  doubtfully. 

"  Will  you  come  with  me  this  morning " 

^   "  I've  got  to  see "  began  Val,  but  something 

in  her  face  stopped  him.    "  I  say,"  he  said,  "  you 

don't  mean " 

"  Yes,  I  have  to  go  to  the  Court  this  morning." 
Already!  — that  d-rd  business  which  he  had 
almost  succeeded  in  forgetting,  since  nobody  ever 
mentioned  it.  In  self -commiseration  he  stood  pick- 
ing little  bits  of  skin  off  h":  fingers.  Then  noticing 
that  his  mother's  lips  were  all  awry,  he  said  irtipul- 
sively:  "  All  right,  mother;  I'll  come.  The  brutes! " 
What  brutes  he  did  not  know,  but  the  expression 
exactly  summed  up  their  joint  feeling,  and  restored 
a  measure  of  equanimity. 

"I  suppose  I'd  better  change  into  a  'shooter,'" 
he  muttered,  escaping  to  his  room.  He  put  on  the 
•  shooter,'  a  higher  collar,  a  pearl  pin,  and  his  neatest 
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grey  spats,  to  a  somewhat  blasphemous  accompani- 
!?«r'-..  ^''•"S  at  himself  in  the  glass,  he  said. 
.u-  h,  ^ "".  ^*™ned  if  I'm  going  to  show  any- 
thing! and  went  down.  He  found  his  grand- 
'ather  s  carnage  at  the  door,  and  his  mother  in 

irs,  with  the  appearance  of  one  going  to  a  Man- 
sion House  Assembly.  They  seated  themselves 
side  by  side  in  the  closed  barouche,  and  all  the  way 
to  the  Courts  of  Justice  Val  made  but  one  allusion 
to  the  business  in  hand.  "  There'  be  nothing  about 
those  pearls,  will  there?" 

The  little  tufted  white  tails  of  Winifred's  muflf 
began  to  shiver. 

Oh  no,"  she  said,  "  it'll  be  quite  harmless  to- 
day. Your  grandmother  wanted  to  come  too,  but 
I  wouldn't  let  her.  I  thought  you  could  take  care 
of  me.  You  look  so  nice,  Val.  Just  pull  your  coat 
collar  up  a  little  more  at  the  back — that 's  right " 

"  J^.  they  bully  you "  began  Val. 

•  Oh!  they  won't.  I  shall  be  very  cool.  It's  the 
only  way." 

'  They  won't  want  me  to  give  evidence  or  any- 
thing? "  ' 

"No,  dear;  it's  all  arranged."  And  she  patted 
his  hand.  The  determined  front  she  was  putting 
on  It  stayed  the  turmoil  in  Val's  chest,  and  he  busied 
himself  in  drawing  his  gloves  off  and  on.  He  had 
taken  what  he  now  saw  was  the  wrong  pair  to  go 
with  his  jpats;  they  should  have  been  grey,  but 
were  deerskin  of  a  dark  tan;  whether  to  keep  them 
on  or  not  he  could  not  decide.  They  arrived  soon 
after  ten.  It  was  his  first  visit  to  the  Law  Courts, 
and  the  building  struck  him  at  once. 
..  1^J(,  J°\^' "  ^^  said  as  they  passed  into  the  hall, 
this  d  make  four  or  five  jolly  good  racket  courts." 
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staf«  "^^  ^**  awaiting  them  at  the  foot  of  some 

Jl^t'^^^^^^l^l"  ^^  *^'^'  w't*>0"t  si'aking  hands, 
f^l  r!-^''^"*-^?'^  '"?'*^  ^^^"^  too  familiar  for  such 
formah  ,es.  "It's  Happerly  Browne,  Court  I 
We  shall  be  on  first." 

A  sensation  such  as  he  had  known  when  going  in 
l?,f  V.  w/s  Playmg  now  in  the  top  of  Val's  chest, 
but  he  followed  his  mother  and  uncle  doggedly 
lookmg  at  no  more  than  he  could  help,  and  tWnking 
that  the  place  smelled  '  fuggy.'  People  seemed  to 
be  lurkmg  everywhere,  and  he  plucked  Soames  by 
the  sleeve.  •' 

"I  say,  Uncle,  you're  not  going  to  let  those 
beastly  papers  m,  are  you  ?  " 

Soames  gave  him  the  sideway  look  which  had  re- 
duced many  to  silence  in  its  time 

fu^'s?  w^^:'e5^""''-  "  ^°"  "^^"'*  ^^'^^  «ff  y«- 

Val  entered  behind  them,  nettled  and  with  his 
head  up.  In  this  confounded  hole  everybody  — 
and  there  were  a  good  many  of  them  —seemed  sit- 
ting on  everybody  else's  knee,  though  really  divided 
tlT.^  other  by  pews;  and  Val  had  a  feeling 
that  they  might  all  slip  down  together  into  the  well 
Ihis,  however,  was  but  a  momentary  vision  — of 
mahogany  and  black  gowns,  and  white  blobs  of 
wi^s  and  faces  and  papers,  all  rather  secret  and 
whispery  — be.ore  he  was  sitting  next  his  mother 
m  the  front  row,  with  his  back  to  it  all,  glad  of  her 
violette  de  Parme,  and  taking  off  his  gloves  for  the 
last  time.  His  mother  was  looking  at  him ;  ha  was 
suddenly  conscious  that  she  had  really  wanted  him 
there  next  to  her,  and  that  he  counted  for  some- 
thing m  this  business.    All  right!    He  would  show 
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them!  Squaring  his  shoulders,  he  crossed  his  legs 
and  gazed  inscrutably  at  his  spats.  But  just  then 
an  '  old  Johnny '  in  a  gown  and  long  wig,  looking 
awfully  like  a  funny  raddled  woman,  came  through 
a  door  into  the  high  pew  opposite,  and  he  had  to 
uncross  his  legs  hastily,  and  stand  up  with  every- 
body else. 

'  Dartie  versus  Dartie  I ' 

It  semed  to  Val  unspeakably  disgusting  to  have 
ones  name  called  out  like  this  in  public!  And, 
suddenly  conscious  that  someone  nearly  behind  him 
had  begun  talking  a  ut  his  f<)mily,  he  screwed  his 
face  round  to  see  an  old  be-wigged  buffer,  who 
spoke  as  if  he  were  eating  his  own  words— queer- 
looking  old  cuss,  the  sort  of  man  he  had  seen  once  or 
twice  dining  at  Park  Lane  and  punishing  the  port: 
he  knew  now  where  they  '  dug  them  up.'  All  the 
same  he  found  the  old  buffer  quite  fascinating,  and 
would  have  continued  to  stare  if  his  mother  had  not 
touched  his  arm.  Reduced  to  gazing  before  him. 
he  fixed  his  eyes  on  the  Judge's  face  instead.  Why 
should  that  old  'sportsman'  with  his  sarcastic 
mouth  and  his  quick-moving  eyes  have  the  power  to 
meddle  with  their  private  affairs  —  hadn't  he 
affairs  of  his  own  just  as  many,  and  probably  just 

^'l  T^V  ^""^  ^^"^^^  """^^  '"  Val,  like  an  illness, 
all  the  deep-seated  individualism  of  his  breed  The 
voice  behind  him  droned  along:  "  Differences  about 
f-S^\"''^^^"^  —.extravagance  of  the  respondent  " 
(What  a  word!  Was  that  his  father?)  — 
strained  situation  — frequent  absences  on  the 
part  of  Mr  Dartie.  My  client,  very  rightly,  your 
Ludship  will  agree,  was  anxious  to  check  a  course — 
but  lead  to  rum  —  remonstrated  —  gambling  at 
cards    and    on    the    racecourse "     ('T»'at's 
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fA  K*^°"^u*  ^?''  P^«  't  0"'')  "Crisis  early 
in  October,  when  the  respondent  wrote  her  this  let- 
ter from  his  Club."  Val  sat  up  and  his  ears  burned. 
I  propose  to  read  it  with  the  emendations  neces- 
sary to  the  epistle  of  a  gentleman  who  has  been  — 
shall  we  say  dining,  me  Lud? " 

'Old   brute  I'   thought   Val,   flushing   deeper; 
you 're  not  paid  to  make  jokes!' 

"  '  You  will  not  get  the  chance  to  insult  me  again 
m  my  own  house.  I  am  leaving  the  country  to- 
morrow. It's  played  out  '  —  an  expression,  your 
Ludship,  not  unknown  in  the  mouths  of  those  who 
have  not  met  with  conspicuous  success." 
dee    nfr""^  owls !'  thought  Val,  and  his  flush 

•n '}  n™  tJ»'ed  of  being  insulted  by  you.'  My  client 
will  tell  your  Ludship  that  these  so-called  insults 
consisted  m  her  calling  him  'the  limit'  — a  very 
mild  expression,  I  venture  to  suggest,  in  all  the  cir- 
cumstances. 

Val  glanced  sideways  at  his  mother's  impassive 
face.  It  had  a  hunted  look  in  the  eyes.  'Poor 
mother  he  thought,  and  touched  her  arm  with  his 
o^;    The  voice  behind  droned  on. 

"  a'  j"  ^°'"^  *°  ''^^  *  "^w  •'*«•  —  M.  D  ' 
And  next  day,  me  Lud.  the  respondent  left 
by  the  steamship  Tuscarora  for  Buenos  Aires 
bince  then  we  have  nothing  from  him  but  a  cabled 
refusal  in  answer  to  the  letter  which  my  client  wrote 
the  following  day  in  great  distress,  begging  him  to 
return  to  her.  With  your  Ludship's  p^mfssio",  I 
snallnow  put  Mrs.  Dartie  in  the  box." 
,  When  his  mother  rose,  Val  had  a  tremendous 
impulse  to  rise  too  and  say : '  Look  here !  I'm  goine 
to  see  you  jolly  well  treat  her  decentlv.'    He  sut 
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dued  it,  however;  heard  her  saying, '  the  truth,  the 
whole  truth,  and  nothing  but  the  truth,'  and  looked 
up.  She  made  a  rich  figure  of  it,  in  her  furs  and 
large  hat,  with  a  slight  flush  on  her  cheek-bones, 
calm,  matter-of-fact;  and  he  felt  proud  of  her  thus 
confronting  all  these  '  confounded  lawyers.'  The 
examination  began.  Knowing  that  this  was  only 
the  preliminary  to  divorce,  Val  followed  with  a  cer- 
tain glee  the  questions  framed  so  as  to  give  the  im- 
pression that  she  really  wanted  his  father  back.  It 
seemed  to  him  that  they  were  '  foxing  Old  Bagwigs 
iinely.'  And  he  had  a  most  unpleasant  jar  when  the 
Judge  said  suddenly: 

"  Now,  why  did  your  husband  leave  you  —  not 
because  you  called  him  'the  limit,'  you  know?" 

Val  saw  his  uncle  lift  his  eyes  to  the  witness  box, 
without  moving  his  face;  heard  a  shuffle  of  papers 
behind  him;  and  instinct  told  him  that  the  issue  was 
in  peril.  Had  Uncle  Soames  and  the  old  buffer  be- 
hind made  a  mess  of  it?  His  mother  was  speaking 
with  a  slight  drawl. 

"  No,  my  lord,  but  it  had  gone  on  a  long  time." 

"What  had  gone  on?" 

"  Our  differences  about  money." 

"  But  you  supplied  the  money.  Do  you  suggest 
that  he  left  you  to  better  his  position?  " 

'  The  brute !  The  old  brute,  and  nothing  but  the 
brute ! '  thought  Val  suddenly.  '  He  smells  a  rat  — 
he's  trying  to  get  at  the  pastry!'  And  his  heart 
stood  still.  If  —  if  he  did,  then,  of  course,  he  would 
know  that  his  mother  didn't  really  want  his  father 
back.  His  mother  spoke  again,  a  thought  more 
fashionably. 

"  No,  my  Lord,  but  you  see  I  had  refused  to  give 
him  any  more  money.    It  took  him  a  long  time  to 
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that,  but  he  did  at  last  — and  when  he 
But  you've  sent  him 


believe 
did- 

"  I  see,  you  had  refused, 
some  since." 
"^  My  Lord,  I  wanted  him  back." 
"  And  you  thought  that  would  bring  him  ?  " 

advice"  ^  ^^'  ™^  ^°'"^'  ^  ^'^^^  °"  ""^  father's 
Something  in  the  Judge's  face,  in  the  sound  of 
the  papers  behmd  him,  m  the  sudden  crossing  of  his 
uncles  legs,  told  Val  that  she  had  made  just  the 
right  answer.  'Crafty!'  he  thought;  'by  Jove 
what  humbug  it  all  is!'  ";'  jove. 

The  Judge  was  speaking: 

J»  J"^*  °"«  more  question,  Mrs.  Dartie.    Are  you 
still  fond  of  your  husband?  " 

wrJf*i\  *'?"^^'  ?^^^  "^^i"*^  I'™,  l^came  fists. 
What  business  had  that  Judge  to  make  things 
human  suddenly?  To  make  his  mother  speak  out 
of  her  heart,  and  say  what,  perhaps,  she  didn't  know 
herself,  before  all  these  people!  It  wasn't  dacent 
His  mother  answered,  rather  low:  "Yes,  my 
Lord.  Val  saw  the  Judge  nod.  'Wish  I  could 
take  a  cock-shy  at  your  head!'  he  thought  irrever- 
ently, as  his  mother  came  back  to  her  seat  beside 
him.  Witnesses  to  his  father's  departure  and  con- 
tinued absence  followed  — one  of  their  own  maids 
even,  which  struck  Val  as  particularly  beastly :  there 
was  more  talking,  all  humbug;  and  then  the  Judee 
pronounced  the  decree  for  restitution,  and  they  g-ot 
up  to  go.  \  al  walked  out  behind  his  mother,  chin 
squared,  eyelids  drooped,  doing  his  level  best  to  de- 
spise everybody  His  mother's  voice  in  the  corri- 
dor roused  him  from  an  angry  trance 

You  behaved  beautifully,  dear.    It  was  such  a 
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Your  uncle  and  I  are  going 


comfort  to  have  you. 
to  lunch." 

and1ee"t£"fS''  ^^'j  "^ /hall  have  time  to  go 
abrunfW  t     ^"i*"^-      ^"'*'  P^'"*'"^  ^'om  them 

rnkf'c  ri  K  "L-"*".^  ^*"'°"''  ^nd  drove  to  the 
Goats  Club.  His  thoughts  were  on  Holly  and 
w^t  he  must  do  before  her  brother  showed  her 
this  thing  in  tomorrow's  paper. 

***** 

m.Y'"?!!  ^*'  ^^^  '^^.*  ^h^""  Soames  and  Winifred 
made  their  way  to  the  Cheshire  Cheese  He  hS 
suggested  ,t  as  a  meeting  place  with  Mr.  Bellby 
At  that  early  hour  of  noon  they  would  have  it  to 
hemselves,  and  Winifred  had  thought  it  would  be 
amusing  'to  see  this  far-famed  hostelry.  Having 
ordere''  a  light  repast,  to  the  consternation  of   hf 

of  M;'&"^'^'^,*^  '''  ^"'y^^  ^^g^t^'^r  with  that 
f  h.lf'c  c  ^' '"  «•'«"* '•taction  after  the  hour  and 
Mr  1uk"'P?'^°"  ^^''  tenterhooks  of  publicity 
^  chS  ^th  "*  P'^'^f^'  P^"^^^'^^  •'y  his  no  J 
thedZJl  ^f  ^^7-  "^^""^  &'"•"•  Well !  they  had  got 
l^th  thiu       '^^*'*"*'°"'  ^"d  what  was  the  matter 

"hlP"'**^'u  ?fi.^  Soames  in  a  suitably  low  voice 
hS  n  ^''S"  ^''V°  hegin  again  to  get  evidence' 
He  11  probably  try  the  divorce  -  it  will  look  fishy  if 

Starr  hTs'  tir  '"T  °L™^conduc?f  roShe 
t;  ?■  ^  V,  *l"^?tions  showed  well  enough  that 
^J^S1'"»''''^  this  restitution  dodge."  ^ 
Pho !  said  Mr.  Bellby  cheerily,  "  he'll  foreet ! 
Why,  man  he'll  have  tried  a  hundred  cases  be?wS 
now  and  then  Besides,  he's  bound  by  precedS 
gwe  ye  your  divorce,  if  the  evidence  is  satiSry 
We  won't  let  um  know  that  Mrs.  Dartie  had  Cwl - 
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edge  of  the  facts.    Dreamer  did  it  very  nicelv- 
hes  got  a  fatherly  touch  about  urn! »  ^  "'cely- 
poatnes  nodded. 

Mr 'Reflhl.''°"P"'"'=°*  y^'  M"-  Dartie,"  went  on 
d'Jnce^tread/lsl  r^o^^'"^^'  ^''  ^^  ^^^  -T 

the  pudden,  sir.    You'll  find^t  C  iLkTnt  ^ 

of  ^5s  ^nose^  X'f  "?^  ^''  forethought  with  a  dip 
•^L  J-    °^^*    ^"*  Soames  and  Winifrmi  irintJi 

was  nofhfnf  f      v^u^  "^^"^'^  """"e  men.    There 

she  mnnTtc  ^"^'^  reassured  her,  an  interval  o{ 

an!j  *u  .P'^  ^^""^  "ow  beginning  to  come  in 

and  they  parted  — Soames  to  the  city  Bel^v  <o 
his  chambers,  Winifred  in  a  hansom  t^pfrkZa^^ 
to  let  her  mother  know  how  she  had  farS     The 
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issue  had  been  so  satisfactory  on  the  whole  that  it 

fotfJT"^'""^.  "^^'f  •''«  *°  t^"  James  who  never 
u^  to.  say  day  after  day  that  he  didn't  knnw 
about  Winifred's  affair,  he\ouIdi?t  tel  A^h^ 
sands  ran  out.  the  importance  of  mundane  matters 
became  mcreasmgly  grave  to  him,  as  if  hTwIre 

S  f  •  hiir^'  ^"^^  '^'  """^t  °f  it'  awd  worry 
well ,  I  sha  1  soon  have  nothing  to  worry  about ' 

n.w  f  '"T'T"^  '^^  ^^P°rt  gr^dgingly^  ifwas  a  ' 
new-fangled  way  of  going  about  things,  and  he 
sajng:    °^'    But  he  gave  WinifredV  cheque? 
J' ',  ^Pect.you'"  have  a  lot  of  expense.    That's  a 
see  us  ?"''°"  ^'  ^°*  °"-    W^y  <J°^«"^t  Val  come  and 

AnTS  ^^'"''^u  *°  ^""Sr  him  to  dinner  soon. 

cV.^  ;  ^?A^?  ^i*""^'  ^•'^  ^°"Sf''t  her  bedroom  where 

SSerTd  h.^W -T,,  ^°^  *^^*  ^''  '^"«>'^"d  halbeen 
ordered  back  mto  her  custody  with  a  view  to  putting 

mTre ToLh^'^^/  ^"""u"^^^'  ^''^  ^O"'^  try  one! 

wh^sh^e  realirwanTed.  '"  ^°^^  ^"^  '""^'^  ''^^ 
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The  morning  had  been  misty,  verging  on  frost  but 

rLuIT'  ?"'.  ^'''If  ^^'/^^  J°Sing  towards  ^l 
Koehampton  Gate,  whence  he  would  canter  on  to  the 
usual  tryst.    His  spirits  were  rising  rapidly.    There 
had  been  nothmg  so  very  terrible  in  the  mornine's 
proceedmgs  beyond  the  general  disgrace  of  violated 
hl'^^'^-      ^f 7f  '^^'■'^  engaged ! '  he  thought. '  what 
happens  wouldn't  matter.'    He  felt,  indeed,  like  hu- 
man society,  which  kicks  and  clamours  at  the  results 
ot  matrimony,  and  hastens  to  get  married.    And  he 
gallop«l  over  the  winter-dried  grass  of  Richmond 
Park,  fearing  to  be  late.     But  again  he  was  alone 
at  the  trystmg  spot,  and  this  second  defection  on 
the  part  of  Holly  upset  him  dreadfully.     He  could 
not  go  back  without  seeing  her  to-day !    Emerging 
from  the  Park,  he  proceeded  towards  Robin  Hill 
He  could  not  make  up  his  mind  for  whom  to  ask 
Suppose  her  father  were  back,  or  her  sister  or 
brother  were  in!    He  decided  to  gamble,  and  ask 
for  them  all  first,  so  that  if  he  were  in  luck  and  they 
were  not  there,  it  would  be  quite  natural  in  the  end 
to  ask  for  Holly;  while  if  any  of  them  were  in  — an 
excuse  for  a  ride '  must  be  his  saving  grace. 
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the  SaLe'rini^S, J  tu  "^  ''°T  ^-"<»  *<> 
Mr.  Val  Dartie  "  ^°"  say -her  cousin. 

they  sat  down  o'n  aS^in^^seS^  '''  '="^'  ^^ 

"Is he £?''^'^^°"' *'"'■"*"&•'' 
"  y^'  ^"t  I  expect  he  will  be  soon." 
seized  he"ri;;;:i   l^tTfiTo' '&  '°':"^^'*'  »•«= 

paper  to-morrow  "  °"  "  '^^  t'^^*  '"  the 

her^'ra^rsqtStis  "t  ?h"'  '^^V'  '"*--^^ 
was  roused  Lw:a1dthuSdS^"^"''^^  '"  ^^' 

but  t?Lrj;^^£;itpt?'K7itr'  ^^  p;*^^^"*' 

^aT  r^*^  Jse  — you  ought  to  know  — if--" 
and  he  began  to  stammer,  gLing  aThTr  trouWed 
me  Ho  kT  IT""'^  ^°'"8:  to  be  a  darhng  and  love 
^rSa?^  "    ilT/T-^^"'"  «°;  ^"d  I  want  toL 

othat 
tyou? 


q«eth,,hecm,ldh„,-p„„cWhro™tad'°: 
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W^  ,  ^°  *'  ^ ^^^^^  ^*«  a  "O'nert  of  si- 

onnH  nf  '"'P^"'^'  '°  ^J^^"^  t^t  1^«  «:o"ld  hear  the 
sound  of  a  mowing-machine  far  out  on  the  lawn  pre- 
tendmg  there  was  grass  to  cut.  Then  she  swayed 
forward;  her  free  hand  touched  his  hair,  and  he 
gasped:  "  Oh,  Holly! "  '  ^ 

Her  answer  was  very  soft :  "  Oh  Val  • " 
iWr?.^"*  dreanied  of  this  moment/but  always  in  an 
imperative  mood,  as  the  masterful  young  lover,  and 
now  he  felt  humble,  touched,  trembly      He  was 

snen  l«/-f''i,°^-!i''  u"'l'  '?i  ^^  ^''""•d  break  the 
spell,  lest,  if  he  did,  she  should  shrink  and  deny  her 

own  surrender  -  so  tremulous  was  she  in  his  ^asp, 

with  her  eyelids  closed  and  his  lips  nearing  them 

Her  eyes  opened,  seemed  to  swim  a  little ;  he|ressed 

his  hps  to  hers.     Suddenly  he  sprang  up ;  there  had 

.^.  i  XT^P''  ^  f'""^,*'^  '^^'■*'^^  &'"""*•  He  looked 
round  No  one!  But  the  long  curtains  which 
barred  off  the  outer  hall  were  quiverine 

"My  God!    Who  was  that?" 

Holly  too  was  on  her  feet. 

"Tolly,  I  expect,"  she  whispered. 

Val  clenched  fists  and  resolution 

';A11  right!"  he  said,  "  I  don't  care  a  bit  now 
we  re  engaged,    and  striding  towards  the  curtains 

Jfii  t!!i  ?"?,^^''^^V  7^"^  ^t  tb<=  fi'-eplace  in  the 
hall  stood  Jolly,  vvith  his  back  elaborately  turned. 
Val  went  forward.    Jolly  faced  round  on  him. 

A^fvu  ^u^","''  P?'"^°"  ^°'"  hearing."  he  said. 

With  the  best  intentions  in  the  world,  Val  could 

not  help  admiring  him  at  that  moment;  his  face  was 

clear,  his  voice  quiet,  he  looked  somehow  distin- 

^'.  Mr  ,•,??,'/  ^*^*'"8r  up  to  principle. 

"  Oh  M  fu  ^'^.'■"P^'y'  "  '^'^  ""thing  to  you." 

Oh !    said  Jolly;  «  you  come  this  way,"  and  he 
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he  felt 
'I'm 


touch 
coming 


on  his  arm;  Holly's  voice  said 
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stucf'door 


too 


"  No,"  said  Jolly! 
"  Yes,"  said  Holly. 

Val  broke  the  silence. 
Holly  and  I  are  engaged  " 

of^fca:'  '"''  ^"'  '^^"^^  ^^--t  the  lintel 

"  This  is  our  house."  he  sarri  •  "  T'»«  ^^4. 
insult  you  in  it      But  m^  &    ,^  ">  "°t  gomg  to 

charge  of  my  sister     vl'^'f'  ^^^^^     I'""  '" 
„g  „«    01  my  sister.    You  ve  taken  advantage  of 

"  ]  ^i^"?  '"^^"  t°'"  said  Val  hotly 

My  suddenly  ton«  less  dSSSB 

„^r»!werv,"  said  Jolly. 

tmT^  ••?** '  ^"yway.  I'm  as  good  a  man  as  von  " 

Jolly  s    face   crimsoned,    thfn   douS     Se 
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fn^Win    ^^  evidently  taking  place  in  him;  and  Val 

mfrSft ^"'^'^  f}  *'''"' '°  ""^^'^y  was  that  struggle 
marked ;  they  could  even  hear  him  breathing.    Then 

"  W^.,f  ^'"^l^P  ,^"^  ^^^^™«  oddly  resolute. 
Well  see  that,"  he  said.    "I  dare  you  to  do 
vrhat  I'm  going  to  do." 

"Dare  me?" 

Jolly  smiled      "  Yes,"  he  said,  "  dare  you ;  and  I 
know  very  well  you  won't  " 

ridfng  ve^^llS""^  ''°'  ''^°"^'  ^^'=  *^'^  -^« 
•"i^'l?^^?''  forgotten  that  you're  a  fire-eater" 

l?e  S  Lt^'^'  ",r.^  ^  think^hat's  about  aFyou 
Vr  ?  1,        ^°"  *^^"^d  me  a  pro-Boer." 

i,.;/k     !I-  ^  ^^^P  ^''o^^  t'^e  sound  of  his  own 

hard  breathmg.  and  saw  Holly's  face  poked  a  iS 

forward,  very  pale,  with  big  eyes. 

=i„ii      '    '*^^"*  ?."  J°"y  with  a  sort  of  smile,  "  we 
mS^^  LTi  /"^  ^°'"^  ^J°'"  ^'^^  I*"?^"^!  Yeo! 

Val's  head  jerked  on  its  stem.  It  was  like  a  blow 
between  the  eyes,  so  utterly  unthought  of  so  ex 
treme  and  ugly  in  the  midst  of  his  dream  ng  and 
?n^"hSSrd.°""  ""''  ''''  ^°^"  suddenly,! ouTh' 
"Sit  down!"  said  Jolly.  "Take  your  time  I 
Thmk  It  over  well."  And  he  himself  sat  down  on 
the  arm  of  his  grandfather's  chair 

A.YJ'-  .  ?°*  I''  ''"J^"  =  h^  ^^'^  with  hands  thrust 
deep  into  his  breeches'  pockets  -  hands  denchS 
and  quivering  The  full  awfulness  of  this  dSS 
douhi^Yn^'^"  °'^'"  ^"'^^"^  ^t  his  mind  wS 
not  take  that  'dare'  he  was  disgraced  in  Holly's 
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would  vanish -her  foce   he    e^'  V^bS'Y' 
kisses  just  begun!  ^    '         ^"^'  "^'" 

"  Take  your  time,"  said  ToUv  atrain  •  "  t  j     >. 
want  to  be  unfair."         •""  JO"/  again,     I  don't 

And  they  both  looked  at  Hollv     She  hr,A 

mmgs0 

insight,  had  suddent  a  ekam  of  ""'''^^L°^ 
would  be  proud  of  Srother  thi  '''"°"-.  !?« 
would  be  ashamed  of  hS  H^Than^^^^^^ '  ^''^ 
''•l^^ts  as  if  lift  by  a  s^bg'"'^  ""*  °"*  ^^ 
Alnghtf-hesaid.    "Done!" 

fluS!'SarttrwIr?-'  LThT^'.^^  ^^^  ^er 
^;|^Wrrow.   then,"   he   said,   "we'll   go  to- 

one  to  you.     I  shall  have  to  join  -  but  5'11  '^^£']: 
sWbVrSy'?.-'    ^"«^HeiaidwiSS;h^ 

s^r^^  ^ItTo'i-S^'^tl  °''^^'-  ^'^'^V' 

s«9.ris3"hem  tar''  '""  ''''''  ^''^  '^' 
The  confusion  in  the  mind  of  Vai  thus  left  alone 
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"Oh!  the  war'll  soon  be  over,"  he  said-  "r«.r 
haps  we  shan't  even  have  to  go  out     I  don't  «^e' 

».ng  to  come  down  and  se?  her  ,S,  fa£  S' 
how  SIX  mches  Mer  and  much  more  tacomS 
of  her  than  he  had  ever  dared  feel  t^w-iw 

baTto^w^  f  '^•#"'  -untirand'^rS^ 
tion  d^cfr"  ^°'  '"^'^^'y-  °"  the  least  provoca- 
tion, does  the  possessive  instinct  flourish  and  gr^. 
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CHAPTER   IX 

DINNER  AT  JAMES's 

ParTu^f '?„7'''  "°i  "°^  &^^"  ^t  James's  in 
,  u  if^~*°  ^^^""y  '^ouse  the  moment  comes 
when  Master  or  Mistress  is  no  longer  'up  toT 

Z.T'Kf^"  "•""  '=°"'-^«  be  served  to^went^; 
mouths  above  twenty  fine  white  expanses ;  nor  dS^ 

su^ddXth°^?ur  ^"^  '-^-  -"^er  why  sht^ls^ 

atSvSSwSS/te&fS^fc^:;;! 

fashion  now  and  then -ordered  dinner  fofslxTn 
stead  of  two,  herself  wrote  a  number  of  foreiJ^" 
words  on  cards,  and  arranged  thTflowers-r 

nT?rorRome^%T'  ^"'  ^^  RomaThyLin?hs 
not  irom  Home.  There  would  only  be.  of  cour«!P 
James  and  herself,  Soames,  WinifrS  VaT  I'd 
Imogen  -  but  she  liked  to  pretend  a  httl'e  anddaUv 

"t^fuf         *"**  J^'^es  remarked: 
YouKchcolZ""  """'"^  °"  '''^'  '''•"^  f-? 
pr^tSt5'"hv^lo''"/%*u^*-*''"  "^'^^  °f  ^<^en  are 
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Let  me  put  you  on  one  of  those  dickies  I  got  you 
James;  then  you'll  only  have  to  change  your  trous- 
ers, and  put  on  your  velvet  coat,  and  there  you'll 
be.    Val  likes  you  to  look  nice." 

"  Dicky ! "  said  James.  "  You're  always  wasting 
your  money  on  something." 

But  he  suffered  the  change  to  be  made  till  his 
neck  also  shone,  murmuring  vaguely : 

"  He's  an  extravagant  chap,  I'm  afraid  " 

A.  little  brighter  in  the  eye,  with  rather  more 
colour  than  usual  in  his  cheeks,  he  took  his  seat  in 
the  drawmg-room  to  wait  for  the  sound  of  the 
front-door  bell. 

"  J'^^  ^^^^.}*-  ^  P'^oP^r  dinner  party,"  Emily  said 
comfortably;  I  thought  it  would  be  good  practice 
for  Imogen  —  she  must  get  used  to  it  now  she's 
coming  out." 

James  uttered  an  indeterminate  sound,  thinking 
°  .,  !Ji?^?"  ^s  she  used  to  climb  about  his  knee  or 
pull  Christmas  crackers  with  him. 

"She'll  be  pretty,"  he  muttered,  "I  shouldn't 
wonder. 

"  She  is  pretty,"  said  Emily;  "  she  ought  to  make 
a  good  match. 

_  "  There  you  go,"  murmured  James ;  "  she'd  much 
uetter  stay  at  home  and  look  after  her  mother  "  A 
second  Dartie  carrying  off  his  pretty  grand- 
daughter would  finish  him!  He  had  never  quite 
forgiven  Emily  for  having  been  as  much  taken  in 
by  Montagu  Dartie  as  he  himself  had  been. 

Where's  Warmson?"  he  said  suddenly.     "I 
snouja  like  a  glass  of  Madeira  to-night." 

There's  champagne,  James." 
James  shook  his  head.     "  No  body,"  he  said  •  "  I 
can't  get  any  good  out  of  it." 
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anf'nVthetu  '"""'  °"  ""''  ''''  °*  '""^  «- 

ope„IrWr™„r"^'  "'^  ^  '^"'^  «'  ^^^"- 
"No,  no!"  said  James,  the  tips  of  his  ears  quiv- 
ering with  vehemence,  and  his  eyes  fixed  on  an  ob- 
ject seen  by  h.m  alone.     "Look  here,  Warmson 

of  "th?.n°/v  '""^!:^^^"Y'  ^"^  °"  ^^^  '"'ddle  shelf 
fL.fhl  •"•"  ?^  ^^^  '^^*  y^""  see  seven  bottles; 
th.tcf  fit  V^^  ^^"*''^'  ^"^  ^o"'t  shake  it.  It's 
the  last  of  the  Madeira  I  had  from  Mr.  Jolyon  when 
we  came  m  here-never  been  moved;  it  ought  to 
j«  m  prime  condition  still;  but  I  don't  know.  I  can't 

Wam^n^'^'  ^''^'"  '■^^P^"*^^^  th«  withdrawing 

"I  was  keeping  it  for  our  golden  wedding."  said 

^mes^uddenly.  "but  I  shan%  live  three  ytrs  at 

tha't.»°"'^"'^'  ^^™"'"  ^^'**  ^'""^'  "'^°"'*  *^"'  '•''« 

T,lL°"?i'*..J°  u^""*  P^°*  '*  "P  ™yself,"  murmured 
James,     he'll  shake  it  as  likely  as  not."    And  he 

XZ^°  '''""•*  recollection  of  long  moments  among 
the  open  gas-jets,  the  cobwebs,  and  the  good  smell 
of  wme-soaked  corks,  which  had  been  appetiser  to 
so  many  feasts.  In  the  wine  from  that  cdlar  was 
written  the  history  of  the  forty-seven  years  sS 
he  had  come  to  the  Park  Lane  house  with  Ws  younl 
hnde,  and  of  the  many  generations  of  friends  and 
acquaintances  who  had  passed  into  the  unknown; 
J  5;?!^  n  ?i"^  Pi-esfrved  the  record  of  family  fes- 
J^Rr  L'^j  marriages,  births,  deaths  of  his  kith 
^nrf  h^A-A^i"^^^"  ^^  ^^^  Srone  there  it  would  be, 
and  he  didn  t  know  what  would  become  of  it.  It'd 
be  drunk  or  spoiled,  he  shouldn't  wonder! 
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From  that  deep  reverie  the  entrance  of  his  son 
dragged  him,  followed  very  soon  by  that  of  Wini- 
fred and  her  two  eldest. 

They  went  down  arm-in-arm  —  James  with  Imo- 
gen, the  debutante,  because  his  pretty  grandchild 
cheered  him;  Soames  with  Winifred;  Emily  with 
Val,  whose  eyes  lighting  on  the  oysters  brightened. 
This  was  to  be  a  proper  full '  blow-out '  with  '  fizz ' 
and  port !    And  he  felt  in  need  of  it,  after  what  he 
had  done  that  day,  as  yet  undivulged.    After  the 
first  glass  or  two  it  became  pleasant  to  have  this 
bombshell  up  his  sleeve,  this  piece  of  sensational 
patriotism,  or  example,  rather,  of  personal  daring, 
to  display —  for  his  pleasure  in  what  he  had  done 
for  his  Queen  and  Country  was  so  far  entirely  per- 
sonal.   He  was  now  a  'blood,'  indissolubly  con- 
nected with  guns  and  horses;  he  had  a  right  to 
swagger— not,  of  course,  that  he  was  going  to. 
He  should  just  announce  it  quietly,  when  there  was 
a  pause.     And,  glancing  down  the  menu,  he  deter- 
mined on  '  Bombe  aux  f  raises '  as  the  proper  mo- 
ment; there  would  be  a  certain  solemnity  while  they 
were  eating  that.     Once  or  twice  before  they 
reached  that  rosy  summit  of  the  dinner  he  was  at- 
tacked   by    remembrance    that    his    grandfather 
was  never  told  anything!    Still,  the  old  boy  was 
drinking  Madeira,  and  looking  jolly  fit!    Besides, 
he  ought  to  be  pleased  at  this  set-off  to  the  disgrace 
of  the  divorce.    The  sight  of  his  uncle  opposite, 
too,  was  a  sharp  incentive.    He  was  so  far  from  be- 
ing a  sportsman  that  it  would  be  worth  a  lot  to  see 
his  face.    Besides,  better  to  tell  his  mother  in  this 
way  than  privately,  which  might  upset  them  both! 
He  was  sorry  for  her,  but  after  all  one  couldn't  be 
expected  to  feel  much  for  others  when  one  had  to 
part  from  Holly. 


DINNER  AT  JAMES'S 


335 


His  grandfather  s  voice  travelled  to  him  thinly 
Val,  try  a  little  of  the  Madeira  with  your  ice 
You  won't  get  that  up  at  college." 

Val  watched  the  slow  liquid  filling  his  glass  the 
essential  oil  of  the  old  wine  gla7ing  the  surface:  in- 
haled  its  aroma,  and  thought:  'Now  for  iti'  It 
was  a  rich  moment.  He  sipped,  and  a  gentle  glow 
spread  in  his  veins,  already  heated.  With  a  rapid 
look  round,  he  said,  "  I  joined  the  Imperial  Yeo- 
manry to-day.  Granny,"  and  emptied  his  glass  as 
though  drinking  the  health  of  his  own  act 

What!       It  was  his  mother's  desolate  little 
word. 

^'J^Young  Jolly  Forsyte  and  I  went  down  there  to- 

;;  You  didn't  sign?  "  from  Uncle  Soames. 
Kather !    We  go  into  camp  on  Monday." 
I  Jay/ "cried  Imogen. 
All  looked  at  James.     He  was  leaning  forward 
with  his  hand  behind  his  ear 

I IThear."''*-  "  ^'  '^^^    " ^''^''^  ""'  ^^^'"S? 

Emily  reached  forward  to  pat  Val's  hand. 
Un,l     •?^^  that  Val  has  joined  the  Yeomanry, 
in  uniform  "^"^  """*  ^^'"  '°°''  ^'^  ^^*^ 

"Joined  the  —  rubbish  I "  came  from  Tamps 
tremulously  loud.     "You  can't  see  two  yardsT 

mv!Zl."^'fi  ^'~~uH'"  ''^^^  *°  &°  °"t  there. 
Why!  hell  be  fighting  before  he  knows  where  he 

Val  saw  Imogen's  eyes  admiring  him,  and  his 
mother  stil  and  fashionable  with  hfr  harrlkerchief 
Deiore  her  lips. 

Suddenly  his  uncle  spoke. 


t- 
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"  You're  under  age." 
as  twenty-lSL^'  *'^^'"  ^""^'^  ^^'^  "  '  ^-^  "^  ^ge 
\r^\uT^  his  grandmother's  admiring,  "Well. 

wl'2^^  7V  P'"^  °*  y°""'  ^«  conscious  of 
Warmson  deferentially  filling  his  champagne  glass ; 
and  of  his  grandfather's  voice  moaning:  "  ^  don't 
know  what'll  become  of  you  if  you  go  on  like  this '' 
,-niT*T"  ^.^^Pa"'"&  his  shoulder,  his  uncle  look- 
ing at  him  sidelong;  only  his  mother  sat  unmovinr 
till,  affected  by  her  stillness.  Val  said :  ^' 

It  s  all  right,  you  know;  we  shall  soon  have 

iSthin*"  "^"-  '  °"'^  '^^P^  '  ^^^"  --  -  f- 
He  felt  elated,  sorry,  tremendously  importmt  all 
Vv^-  J^l  would  show  Uncle  Soames.  and  a 
the  Forsytes,  how  to  be  a  sportsman.  He  had  cer- 
tainly done  something  heroic  and  exceptional  in 
giving  his  age  as  twenty-one. 

Emily's  voice  brought  him  back  to  earth 

War^Tonr"*"'    '^^^   '   ^^'^""^   ^'-«'    J^-" 
"  Won't  they  be  astonished  at  Timothy's ! "  burst 
Do  121T-       ^  ^  gjve.^'jytWng  to  see  their  fS 
Do  you  have  a  sword.  Val,  or  only  a  popgun?  " 
What  made  you  ?  "  i^i'S"" 

nf^^.T^K^  "'"''^  P*"*?!"?^  ^  ^"8:ht  chill  in  the  pit 
flLJ  H  ''°'"^*=^-  ¥^^^  '^™?  How  answer 
WortSTle.""   ^'*^'"'   ''''  ""''   grandmother's 

"Well,  I  think  it's  very  plucky  of  Val.     I'm  sure 
for  it*"^^  splendid  soldier;  he's  just  the"|^re 

"  !*,>,  W^  sj'a"  all  be  proud  of  him." 
WTiat  had  young  Jolly  Forsyte  to  do  with  it? 
Why  did  you  go  together?"  pursued  Soames,  tml 
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'I    thought    you    weren't 


cannily    relentless, 
friendly  with  him? 

beLn  w  *  J^^  ^'    approved  of  his  not  bein^ 
beaten  by  that  cous  n  of  his     Ther*.  ni,,cf  ifi^ 

,,c»^  *  7-   V.    ^  Jove,  yes.      Aunt   Irene'     She 

grandfather  was  speaking:  "'® 

What's  his  father  doing?" 

like  that  of  a  snarling  dog.  '   **  ~ 

taiwl°rJ^  '^''^'  '".^^^'  t'^^t  he  must  go  to  his 
tailors  at  once  and  have  his  uniform  properlv 

C  h.  ."^T^^?*.P"*  "P  ^'th  what  they  gave  hTm 
But  he  could  feel  that  she  was  very  much  upset  It 
was  on  his  lips  to  console  her  with  the  sLen 
thought  that  he  would  be  out  of  the  wav  of^S 
beastly  divorce,  but  the  presence  of  ImoS  SSd^e 
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knowledge  that  his  mother  would  not  be  out  of  the 
way  restrained  him.  He  felt  aggrieved  that  she 
did  not  seem  more  proud  of  him.  When  Imogen 
had  gone  to  bed,  he  risked  the  emotional. 

MotheT."^"^  ^'^    '°"^   *°    ^^^^   *°   '*=^^^   y°"' 

"  Well,  I  must  make  the  best  of  it.    We  must  try 

and  get  you  a  commission  as  soon  as  we  can;  then 

driiL^ri?  "^^^  *°  '^"^^  '* '°-  °°  y°"  ''""^  ^"y 

"  Not  a  scrap." 

"  I  hope  they  won't  worry  you  much.  I  must 
take  you  about  to  get  the  things  to-morrow.  Good- 
mght;kissme." 

on^it!"  *^^*  ^T'  f?^*  ^"^  *'°t'  between  his  eyes, 
'^^iu -'\^°''*''  \^  ^°P^  *hey  ^on't  worry  you 
much,  in  his  ears,  he  sat  down  to  a  cigarette,  be- 
fore a  dying  fire.  The,  heat  was  out  of  him  -  the 
glow  of  cutting  a  dash.  It  was  all  a  damned  heart- 
fuTl^J'K.  I "  ''e  even  with  that  chap  Jolly,'  he 
thought  trailing  up  the  stairs,  past  the  room  where 
his  mother  was  biting  her  pillow  to  smother  a  sense 
of  desolation  which  was  trying  to  make  her  sob. 

And  soon  only  one  of  the  diners  at  James'  was 
^^^£,-Soames,    in    his    bedroom   "kbove    hi 

So  that  fellow  Jolyon  was  in  Paris  — what  was 
rL  TP  ^^D  ^,    ^^J'Sing  round  Irene!    The  last 
report  from  Polteed  had  hinted  that  there  might  be 
something  soon.     Could  it  be  this?    That  fellow 
with  his  beard  and  his  cursed  amused  way  of  spS- 

n^fvr^°"'AT  ^^^?^$,  '"^"  ^h°  h^d  given  him  the 
nickname  'Man  of  Property,'  and  boSght  the  fatal 

W I  iT  'llTu    ^^"^'  ^^^  ever  resented  hav- 
mg  had  to  sell  the  house  at  Robin  Hill;  never  for- 
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the  January  niehf  little  soifnH^f  *  ^^  *"^  ^■"'^ 
coming;  bafe  tries;'  a  ftar  rtwo°''?r£  Poft"^* 
to-morrow,'  he  thought     '  n^r^  7  M     ^o'teed 
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DEATH  OF  THE  DOG   BALTHASAR 

JoLYON,  who  had  crossed  from  Calais  by  night, 
arrived  at  Robin  Hill  on  Sunday  morning.  He  had 
sent  no  word  beforehand,  so  walked  up  from  the 
station,  entering  his  domain  by  the  coppice  gate. 
Coming  to  the  log  seat  fashioned  out  of  an  old 
fallen  trunk,  he  sat  down,  first  laying  his  overcoat 
on  it.  '  Lumbago! '  he  thought;  '  that's  what  love 
ends  in  at  my  time  of  life  I'  And  suddenly  Irene 
seemed  very  near,  just  as  she  had  been  that  day  of 
rambling  at  Fontainebleau  when  they  sat  on  a 
I<^  to  eat  their  lunch.  Hauntingly  near!  Odour 
drawn  out  of  fallen  leaves  by  the  pale  filtering  sun- 
light soaked  his  nostrils.  '  I'm  glad  it  isn't  spring,' 
he  thought.  With  the  scent  of  sap,  and  the  song  of 
birds,  and  the  bursting  of  the  blossoms,  it  would 
have  been  unbearable !  '  I  hope  I  shall  be  over  it 
by  then,  old  fool  that  I  am  I '  and  picking  up  his  coat, 
he  walked  on  into  the  field.  He  passed  the  pond 
and  mounted  the  hill  slowly.  Near  the  top  a  hoarse 
barking  greeted  him.  Up  on  the  lawn  above  the 
fernery  he  could  see  his  old  dog  Balthasar.  The 
animal,  whose  dim  eyes  took  his  master  for  a 
stranger,  was  warning  the  world  against  him. 
Jolyon  gave  his  special  whistle.  Even  at  that  dis- 
»»» 
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tonce  of  a  hundred  yards  and  more  he  could  see  the 
dawning  recognition  in  the  obese  brown-white 
body  The  old  dog  got  off  his  haunches,  and  his 
tail  close-curled  over  his  back  began  a  feeble  ex- 
cited fluttering;  he  came  waddling  forward,  gath- 
ered momentum,  and  disappeared  over  the  edge  of 
the  fernery.  Jolyon  expected  to  meet  him  at  the 
wicker  gate,  but  Balthasar  was  not  there,  and. 
rather  alarmed,  he  turned  into  the  fernery.  Oil 
the  old  d     1  '°°'''"^  "P  ^'***  *y^^  already  glazing, 

t>  3^*,'*  '*',"iy  P*^""  °'<*  '"a"?"  cried  Jolyon. 
Balthasar  s  curled  and  fluffy  tail  just  moved;  his 
filming  eyes  seemed  saying:  "  I  can't  get  up,  master, 
but  I  m  glad  to  see  you." 

Jolyon  knelt  down;  his  eyes,  very  dimmed,  could 
hardly  see  the  slowly  ceasing  heave  of  the  doe's 

u\.r^^  .'■^■^^1  *•>«  ''ead  a  little— very  heavy. 
What  is  it,  dear  man?    Where  are  you  hurt  ? " 
The  tail  fluttered  once ;  the  eyes  lost  the  look  of  life 
Jolyon  passed  his  hands  all  over  the  inert  warm 
*   1  J  •    .t"  ^^^  nothing  — the  heart  had  simply 
failed  in  that  obese  body  from  the  emotion  of  his 
masters   return.    Jolyon  could   feel   the   muzzle, 
where  a  few  whitish  bristles  erew,  cooling  already 
against   his  lips.     He  stayed   for  some  minutes 
-T^   u"f'  "^'^^  '"^  ^'^'^  ^"<=*th  the  stiffening  head. 
JAl   fi  L'^f  very  heavy  when  he  bore  it  to  the  top 
of  the  field;  leaves  had  drifted  there,  and  he  :,*rewed 
It  with  a  covering  of  them;  there  was  no  wind,  and 
they  would  keep  him  from  curious  eyes  until  the 
Eilr^"-     ^l  ^'■y  ^'P  myself/ "ke  thoight 
?f*V^«"  ^f/"J?\^  ^°"^  '.'"« ''*=  '^"t  went  into  the 
St.  John  s  Wood  house  with  that  tiny  puppy  in  his 
podcet.    Strange  that  the  old  dog  should  die  jS 
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f«r  u  J^^  '*  1°  °°'"''  He  turned  at  the  gate 
to  lock  back  at  that  russet  mound,  then  went  slowly 
towards  the  house,  very  choky  in  the  thr^t  ^ 

June  was  at  home;  she  had  come  down  hot-foot 
on  hearing  the  news  of  Jolly's  enlistment.  H  s  S- 
triotism  had  conquered  her  feeling  for  the  Boers 

Baltha^rs  death.  The  news  had  a  unifying  ef^ 
feet     A  Imk  with  the  past  had  snapped— the  dog 

before  his  day ;  to  June  he  represented  the  last  years 
of  her  grandfather;  to  Jolyon  that  life  of  domeTtS 

Tn/t  '""^^°'"  of  h«  father's  love  and  wealth! 
And  he  was  gone  f 

In  the  afternoon  he  and  Jolly  took  picks  and 
spades  and  went  out  to  the  field.    They  dhose  a 

S  ;  hi™  f  *?'  ™r  "Tlf  ^°  '"^^  they  neXt 
carry  him  far,  and,  carefully  cutting  off  the  sur- 
face turf,  began  to  dig.  They  dug  in  silence  for 
ten  mmutes,  and  then  rested 

yoZght?"  '^"'"  "^^  J°'y°"'  ""^  y°"  thought 

of  co^si!"''"''^'"''  •^°"^'  "  ^  ''°"'*  ^*"*  *o  »»  »>'*' 

own7at??f  mVdr  """"'^  '^P^^*^"*"*  J°'3^°"'« 
"  I  admire  you  for  it,  old  boy.     I  don't  believe  I 

Forsyte,  I  m  afraid.    But  I  suppose  the  type  gets 
thinner  with  each  generation. '^^ur  !oS^{% 
have  one.  may  be  a  pure  altruist;  who  kno^s?  •' 
selfish  "*°"  *''  "''  *^*"'  °*^;  I'™  lastly 
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"  No,  my  dear,  that  you  clearlv  arp  nr,t "     t«ii 
shook  his  head,  and  they^  dug  S         °*-      "^^"^ 
"fhp  inl"^!  ^'^%  ^  ^°8'«'"  said  Jolyon  suddenly 

Jolly  looked  at  his  father. 
known°"^°"  '^"'^ve  in  God.  Dad?     I've  never 

wa^*imnf  ^•m'''?^  ^  ^"^'*'0"  f '■o"'  one  to  whom  it 
was  impossible  to  make  a  light  reply,  Jolyon  stood 

What  do  you  mean  by  God.-"  he  said-  "Klf:, 
are  two  irreconcilable  id^s  of  God  There'!  th^ 
unknowable  Creative  Principle -^ne  Sieves  ^n 

iwo  laeas!  Uut  of  the  mouth  of  bah«><il  w»^ 
was  orthodoxy  scientifically  explained  at  last !  tII 
sublime  poem  of  the  Christ  life  was  man's  1  teS 

AnSeXlC.ii^oT^"^"^'^"""^^^^^^^^ 

a  narf  «5  il    TT  ,°f  ''"™a"  altruism  was  as  much 

Imk  might  have  been  chosen  after  all  1    F.tnf 
s'o^rToTtryT  *'^°"^^  "^^  withoS^Sing^Tfhi; 

irWn^ed-^'^^f^^our-^ 
talked  a  good  bit  about  that  ^  of'th' ng  'Ijltl 
he  second  year  one  gives  it  up;  I  don't  knSw  why  ^ 
It  s  awfully  interesting  "  ^ 

goS'deal  aZrS'h^fi*''f  ''^  ^'^^  had  talked  a 
g^  deal  about  it  his  first  year  at  CambridPi?,  and 
given  it  Up  m  his  second. 
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"Ah'l^mf.f?^^''",'"  ^'^  J°"y  shortly. 

doesn't  want  h«.  t^.    Jf I'Sj'^S^^^ 
stopped  It.    I'd  better  leavrweU 


Anyway,  I've 
alone!' 


So  they  dug  on  in  silence,  till  Jolyon  said  • 
Now,  old  man,  I  think  it's  bi/enouih  »    An^ 
resting  on  their  snarfpc  ♦»,.„     *  cnougn.      And, 

^'jl  can't  bear  this  part  of  it."  said  Jolyon  sud- 
^J^Let  me  do  it.  Dad.    He  never  cared  much  for 
^te«!?ooli.Ws  head. 

mther  io    2' 1-;:''^  ^'^'  '"^«  »nd  «"•    I'd 
Now!"         ^  •""  *«*"'•     I"  take  his  head 


rvYKm-^:A 


DEATH  OF  THE  DOG  BALTHASAR         ,35 
uiwer  the  leaves  stirred  bv  thf  «,;,>a     t^l      ,  . , 

<io«m  ou-lh  on  one's  own  life     Tk„      f««™P'ne 
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CHAPTER   XI 

TIMOTHY  STAYS  THE  ROT 

These  events  were  so  extrTm.  ?^  S""''  •"""«• 
knewwh^atshfay^,/^",!-*^".  ^o"  never 

ISft'te"^-'?"^  '^^^  '"Visible  for  so 'X^"^^^^ 
that  he  was  a  most  mythical      A  uZJ^^  ^  • 
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that  he  had  got  out  with  a  mere  thirty-five  thousand 
pounds  m  the  world,  and  started  to  make  hfs Tvte^ 
by  careful  investment.  Putting  by  etery  year  ^f 
compound  interest,  he  had  doubled  RS  fn 

liteffiltr ^'^r  ^"^^ °"^  known  wSr?las 
like  to  shake  in  his  shoes  over  money  matters  He 
was  now  putting  aside  some  two  thousand""  y^ 

JeirsVAunrili."  "'V^"f  ''  '^'^^'if  «-' 

France    EupSemia,  or  yoing  Nicholas'  second 
acSv'^'.^  t""^  spir/was%o  f r'ee  that  hfhad' 
mi^\        ^^  "^^  8^°'"&  on  the  stage.     All  ad 
Shvtim^Mr'''i*'^*  '^i^  ^^  ^'^  knfwn  to  Tim- 

.^Jh^SSffi^^^^^^ 

^S/r&S^ 

wK  ™n*^."  *="^T«^  ''y  'Superior  DossetV 

ways  declaring  that  he  was  ve^  JS     T'  ^'^ 
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Kop,  became  conscious,  one  after  the  other  nt  ^ 
"«u-,  oacic  to  the  hght,  concealing  the  lower  nart  nf 

Your  Uncle  Timothy,  my  dear." 

SSiressli .        ' "'  '*  "''^'■''  ^^'"^  °^^'-  by  Wm 
^^'JHowdedo?    Howdedo?    'Xcuse  me  gettin' 

ice  ofS:'SitS^nt"o£i,L^^^^^^ 

of  funiljr  appreciation  at  VaTs  enlistmiH?  „J 

was  teit  lest  someone  else  should  arrive 

Ihe  constramt  caused  by  Timothy's  ore-senp^ 

S"5rrr°^  '  I'ttle^conWsatirtiraS- 
tary  turn.     George  asked  Aunt  Juley  when  ^^L 

and  2fd!      ^"'^'  ^'^'^^^  ''^  *"™«J  to  Nicldas 

w'hl?"?^    Nick's    a    warrior    bold,    isn't    he? 
When  s  he  gomg  to  don  the  wild  khaki  ?" 

rfenrT5  ^'^^°J^'  s^l'ng  with  a  ^rt  of  sweet 

wrtSj^iSr *^  ^''^^  "^  '^^^^  »>«  -th'S 

"The  Dromios  are  off,  I  hear."  said  George, 
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censed;  but  all  f elt  thaf^h.  T ^""^^  ^^^  "" 
'  rotted  ^  and  thirsLn3ffu^^™'y  ^^^  be'ng 
that  it  wks  going  to  Svefiv^  *?T  """^^"^^1,  now 
service  of  the  5ueef    rSfr°^  '*'  '?«°'^"  *«  *e 

from  his  mS  ^^  "'"°^«*  ^''^  hand 

..  What  ,s.  then  Uncle  Timothy?  »       '"^'• 

-letf in'  Jf  "**'-f^"gj«J  volunteerin'  and  expense 
—  lettm  money  out  of  the  country."  *=^P«nse 
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Just  then  Auiit  Hester  brought  in  the  man  hs,t,A 
hng  .t  Idee  a  baby  with  eruptions     Wkh"hS'aS" 

Sl,^"P^!?">  '*  *^«  '^'d  on  the  piano  a^3i 
Colwood  grand,  list  played  on,  it  was  believed  ^i 
suimner  before  Avant  Ann  died  thXn  Sago 
Tnnothy  rose.    He  walked  over  to  the  piano  and 
stood  lookmg  at  his  map  while  they  alf'StherSd 

to  da^e^^^n^""  *'^'"  ""^  ?^i^'  "  '^^^'^  the  position  up 

les,    said  Francie,  greatly  darins-  "  hut  !,«,., 

S°i^?^?^  *°  ^'^-  itfuncre¥Sh,.''w1tht- 

l^n  L'H  L*?  ?.*ry  s  money.    You  want  a  Napo- 
leon, he  d  settle  It  m  a  month."  ^^ 

bu|neCnd:e*Slg^L'»"^  "^^  ^^''^  *»  ^^^ 
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all"wffi'  lu^'l!"  ^^'l  "eht,  you  know.    After 
an,  what  IS  the  Army  for?    Thev  onafif  *^  ». 

"Mvd''^5?"'^  encouraging  tSmT'*  *°  "^"^ 
My  dear  f    cried  Aunt  Juley.  "  but  thev'vp  t,»»- 

nowleyllfLStSr  SilnS-I  ^"'^ 

"  VoT^^  u*^"^  ''°'°'""'^  ^ery  smart,"  said  Winifred- 

Vallooks  quite  nice  in  his  "  ■""  vv  mured, 

Aunt  Juley  sighed. 

*u"i^  ^  .^°  wonder  what  Jolyon's  bov  is  like     T« 

Stoud  Of  S^  -^"  ^^"'    H^^  Sh^r  tsti: 

S  S?f ''  '"u^^'j'-"  ^^'*1  Winifred. 

deiJHsYf  o  wf  S"^'t''  ^^'  ^^^"  to  "'ount  sud- 
aeniy  as  if  to  ward  off  her  s  ster's  next  remart  ?«- 

•^""  S  ""™P>ed  cheeks  had  flushed  '  ^°' 

We  had  dear  little  Mrs.  MacAnder  here  vi-^f^r 

stj'r'*.^'**  ^'■°'\!  P^"«-    And  whomS^JouThink 
she  saw  there  ,n  the  street?    Youll  never  ^ess" 

We  shan't  try.  Auntie,"  said  Euphemia^ 

in.  S  fJr&'-^^^  ^»  '""^  *-;  walk- 

;;  Auntie !  you'll  kill  me !    A  fair  beard " 

HnSgtS^°  P^^«^'"  ^'^  ^^<»ed.  with'YsS^o^f 

^    "Oh!  tell  us  about  her,  Auntie,"  cried  Imogen- 

I  ran  just  remember  her.     She's  the  skeleton  ?n 

the  family  cupboard,  isn't  she?    And  the^eTuS 
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Really,  Juley  had  done 


Aunt  Hester  sat  down, 
it  now  I 

"She  wasn't  much  of  a  skeleton  as  I  remember 
her,  murmured  Euphemia,  "  extremely  well-cov- 
ered." 

"  My  dear! "  said  Aunt  Juley,  "  what  a  peculiar 
■  way  of  putting  it  —  not  very  nice." 

''  No,  but  what  was  she  like?  "  persisted  Imogen. 
I U  tell  you,  my  child,"  said  Francie; "  a  kind  of 
modern  Venus,  very  well-dressed." 

Euphemia  said  sharply:  "Venus  was  never 
dressed,  and  she  had  blue  eyes  of  melting  sapphire  " 

At  this  juncture  Nicholas  took  his  leave. 

"  Mrs.  Nick,  is  awfully  strict,"  said  Francie  with 
a  laugh. 

"She  has  six  children,"  said  Aunt  Juley:  "it's 
very  proper  she  should  be  careful." 

"Was  Uncle  Soames  awfully  fond  of  her?"  pur- 
sued the  inexorable  Imogen,  moving  her  dark  lus- 
cious eyes  from  face  to  face. 

Aunt  Hester  made  a  gesture  of  despair,  just  as 
Aunt  Juley  answered:  "Yes,  your  Uncle  Soames 
was  very  much  attached  to  her." 

1^1  suppose  she  ran  off  with  someone?" 
No,  certainly  not;  that  is— not  precisely." 
What  did  she  do,  then.  Auntie  ?  " 

"Come  along,  Imogen,"  said  Winifred,  "we 
must  be  getting  back." 

But  Aunt  Juley  interjected  resolutely:  "She 

she  didn't  behave  at  all  well." 

"  Oh,  bother! "  cried  Imogen;  "  that's  as  far  as  I 
ever  get. 

"Well,  my  dear,"  said  Francie,  "  she  had  a  love 
affair  which  ended  with  the  young  man's  death;  and 
ttien^  she  left  your  uncle;    I  always  rather  liked 
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"She  used  to  give  me  chocolates,"  murmured 
Imogen,  "  and  smell  nice." 

"Of  course!"  remarked  Euphemia. 

"Not  of  course  at  all!"  replied  Francie,  who 
used  a  particularly  expensive  essence  of  gilly-flower 
herself. 

"  I  can't  think  what  we  are  about,"  said  Aunt 
Juley  raising  her  hands,  "talking  of  such  things! " 
Was  she  divorced?"  asked  Imogen  from  the 
door. 

"Certainly  not,"  cried  Aunt  Juley;  "that  is  — 
certainly  not." 

A  sound  was  heard  over  by  the  far  door.  Tim- 
othy had  re-entered  the  back  drawing-room  "  I've 
come  for  my  map,"  he  said.  "  Who's  been  di- 
vorced? 

"No  one.  Uncle,"  replied  Francie  with  perfect 
truth.  ^ 

Timothy  took  his  map  off  the  piano. 

Don't  let's  have  anything  of  that  sort  in  the 

family,    he  said.  "All  this  enlistin's  bad  enough. 

The  country's  breakin'  up;  I  don't  know  what  we're 

comm  to.      He  shook  a  thick  finger  at  the  room: 

loo  many  women  nowadays,  and  they  don't  know 
what  they  want." 

So  saying,  he  grasped  the  map  firmly  with  both 
hands,  and  went  out  as  if  afraid  of  being  answered 

The  seven  women  whom  he  had  addressed  broke 
mto  a  subdued  murmur,  out  of  which  emerged 

Francie's  "Really,  the  Forsytes !"  and  A^nt 

Juley  s:     He  must  have  his  feet  in  mustard  and 
^  water  to-night,  Hester;  will  you  tell  Jane? 

afraid "  ^°°'   *°   ^'^   ^'^^^   ^^*'"'    ^'^ 

That  evening,  when  she  and  Hester  were  sitting 
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alone  after  dinner,  she  dropped  a  stitch  in  her  cro- 
chet, and  looked  up : 

"  Hester,  I  can't  think  where  I've  heard  that  deaf 
boames  wants  Irene  to  come  back  to  him  aeain 
Who  was  It  told  us  that  George  had  made  a  funny 
drawmg  of  him  with  the  words, '  He  won't  be  happy 
till  he  gets  It'?"  ^^^ 

"Eustace,"  answered  Aunt  Hester  from  behind 
itie  Umes;  he  had  it  m  his  pocket,  but  he  wouldn't 
show  It  us. 

fiVtTVl"'*^**^  ^''^?^  ruminating.  The  clock 
ftcked,  The  Times  crackled,  the  fire  sent  forth  its 
rustling  purr.     Aunt  Juley  dropped  another  stitch. 

thouS?" ""'  '  "  ^  ^^""^  ^**  '"'^^  ^  '^"***^"' 

''Then  don't  tell  me,"  said  Aunt  Hester  quickly. 

f .,1 1 "    u  *  ^  ?'"^*-     '^'^  "=^"'t  think  how  dread- 

•'  T  ^°'*^^  ^^^^  *°  ^  whisper: 

K,=ri^^'°"TJ°^y°°'  ^^^y  say,  has  a  — has  a  fair 
oeard,  now. 


CHAPTER  XII 

PROGRESS  OF  THE  CHASE 

Two  days  after  the  dinner  at  James's,  Mr.  Polteed 
provided  Soames  with  food  for  thought. 

"A  gentleman,"  he  said,  consulting  the  key  con- 
cealed m  his  left  hand,  "  47  as  we  say,  has  :  en  pay- 
ing marked  attention  to  17  during  the  last  month  in 
Fans.  But  at  present  there  seems  to  have  been 
nothing  very  conclusive.  The  meetings  have  all 
Deen  m  public  places,  without  concealment  — res- 
taurants, the  Opera,  the  Comique,  the  Louvre,  Lux- 
embourg Gardens,  lounge  of  the  hotel,  and  so  forth, 
bhe  has  not  yet  been  traced  to  his  rooms,  nor  vice 
versa  They  Went  to  Fontainebleau  —  but  nothine 
of  value.  In  short,  the  situation  is  promising,  but 
Sd^  Pat-ence."    And  looking  up  suddenty.  he 

JL?T  ''**'*'■  ?/.'»"'  PO'"t-47  has  the  same 
name  as  —  er  —  311 " 

^  The  fellow  knows  I'm  her  husband,"  thought 

*•  "E?"'»?'''"i,1^'"^.~*"  °^^  one— Jolyon,"  con- 
tinued Mr  Polteed.  "We  know  his  address  in 
Fans  and  his  residence  here.  We  don't  wish,  of 
course,  to  be  running  a  wrong  hare." 

Go  on  with  it,  but  be  careful,"  said  Soames  dog- 
Mi 
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Instinctive  certainty  that  this  detective  fellow 
had  fathomed  his  secret  made  him  all  the  more 
reticent. 

"  Excuse  me,"  said  Mr.  Polteed,  "  I'll  just  see  if 
there  s  anythmg  fresh  in." 

He  returned  with  some  letters.     Relocking  the 
door,  he  glanced  at  the  envelopes. 
«  Xf®.'.??.''^'®  *  personal  one  from  19  to  myself." 
"Well?"  said  Soames. 

"Um!"  said  Mr.  Polteed,  "she  says:  '47  left 
for  England  to-day.     Address  on  his  baggage- 
Ro^m  Hill.    Parted  from  17  in  Louvre  Gallery  at 
3 :  JO ;  nothmg  very  striking.    Thought  it  best  to  stay 
and  contmue  observation  of  17.    You  will  deal  with 
A    '"England  if  you  t  "nk  desirable,  no  doubt.'" 
And  Mr.  Polteed  lifted  an  unprofessional  glance  on 
boames,  as  though  he  might  be  storing  material 
for  a  book  on  human  nature  after  he  had  gone  out 
of  business.    "  Very  intelligent  woman,  19,  and  a 
wonderful  make-up.     Not  cheap,  but  earns  her 
money  well.    There's  no  suspicion  of  being  shad- 
owed so  far.    But  after  a  time,  as  you  know,  sensi- 
tive people  are  liable  to  get  the  feeling  of  it,  without 
anything  definite  to  go  on.    I  should  rather  advise 
letting-up  on  17,  and  keeping  an  eye  on  47.    We 
can  t  get  at  correspondence  without  great  risk.    I 
hardly  advise  that  at  this  stage.     But  you  can  tell 
your  client  that  it's  looking  up  very  well."    And 
again  his  narrowed  eyes  gleamed  at  his  taciturn 
customer. 

"  No,"  said  Soames  suddenly,  "  I  prefer  that  you 
should  keep  the  watch  going  discreetly  in  Paris,  and 
not  concern  yourself  with  this  end." 

«  X^y  **"'"  "P'***^  ^'■-  Po'teed,  "  we  can  do  it." 
What  —  what  is  the  manner  between  them?  " 
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1 11  read  you  what  she  says,"  said  Mr.  Polteed. 
unlocking  a  bureau  drawer  and  taking  out  a  file  of 
papers;     she  sums  it  up  somewhere  confidentially 

Yes,  here  it  is!  '  17  very  attractive  —  conclude  47 
longer  in  the  tooth  '(slang  for  age,  you  know)  — 

distinctly  gone  — waiting  his  time  — 17  perhaps 
holding  off  for  terms,  impossible  to  say  without 
knowing  more.  But  inclined  to  think  on  the  whole 
—  doesn  t  know  her  mind  —  likely  to  act  on  impulse 
someday.    Both  have  style." 

"  What  does  that  mean?  "  said  Soames  between 
close  lips. 

"^yell,"  murmured  Mr.  Polteed  with  a  smile 

shov/mg  many  white  teeth,  "  an  expression  we  use.' 

In  other  words,  it's  not  likely  to  be  a  week-end  busi- 

"^"^^   ,^7  "  *^°'"^  together  seriously  or  not  at  all." 

H  m !     muttered  Soames,  "  that's  all,  is  it  ?  " 

.  J^^l'"  ??'^  ^'■-  Polteed,  "  but  quite  promising." 
Spider !    thought  Soames.    "  Good-day ! " 

He  walked  into  the  Green  Park  that  he  might 
cross  to  Victoria  Station  and  take  the  Underground 
mto  the  City.  For  so  late  in  January  it  was  warm  • 
sunlight,  through  the  haze,  sparkled  on  the  frosty 
grass— an  illumined  cobweb  of  a  day. 

Little  spiders  — and  great  spiders!  And  the 
greatest  spinner  of  all,  his  own  tenacity,  for  eve"- 
wrapping  its  cocoon  of  threads  round  any  clear  way 
out  What  was  that  fellow  hanging  round  Irene 
tor?  Was  It  really  as  Polteed  suggested?  Or  was 
Jolyon  Init  taking  compassion  on  her  loneliness,  as 
he  would  call  it  —  sentimental  radical  chap  that  he 
had  always  been?  If  it  were,  indeed,  as  Polteed 
hinted!  Soames  stood  still.  It  could  not  be !  The 
fellow  was  six  prears  older  than  himself,  no  better 
looking!    No  richer!    What  attraction  had  he' 
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Besides,  he's  come  back,'  he  thouehf  'that 

n,To" *  ^°^^r-^'^^  ^°  ^"d  «^«^  him! '  and  'taS 
out  a  card,  he  wrote:  «»«"'ib 

"  If  you  can  spare  half  an  hour  some  afternoon 

Si'  "^^^  ,V^^i'  ^  ^*  *h«=  Connoisseurs  any  Z 

Potch  if  you  prefer  It.  I  want  to  see  you.  —  S  F" 
*r.^^  S^*^  up  St  James's  Street  and  confided  it 
to  the  porter  at  the  Hotch  Potch. 

nr.l^''^^  .K^-  J°i^°"  /°"yt^  this  as  soon  as  he 
comes  m,  he  said,  and  took  one  of  the  new  motor 
cabs  into  the  City.  .  .  . 

J/lZI^''t^^'^  ^^^^  '^'■^.the  same  afternoon, 
wS.f^'^^  ^"  ^^*=''  *°^"^*  the  Connoisseurs. 
What  did  Soames  want  now  ?  Had  he  got  wind  of 
Pans?  And  stepping  across  St.  James's  Street,  he 
deteraiined  to  make  no  secret  of  his  visit.  '  But  it 
won  t  do,  he  thought, '  to  let  him  know  she's  there 
unless  he  knows  already.'  In  this  complicated  state 
of  mind  he  was  conducted  to  where  Soames  was 
drinking  tea  in  a  small  bay-window. 

cn,«w    *-?f  thanks,"  said  Jolyon,  "but  I'll  go  on 
smoking  if  I  may. 

The  curtains  were  not  yet  drawn,  though  the 
lamps  outside  were  lighted;  the  two  cousins  sat 
.  tting  on  each  other. 
•  ifou've  been  in  Paris,  I  hear,"  said  Soames  at 

"Yes;  just  back." 

off"  tlhen?^'^^'  '°'^  ™*^'  ^^  *"^  ^^^  ^y  "^  ^°'"^ 

Jolyon  nodded. 

"  You  didn't  happen  to  set  Irene,  I  suppose  It 
appears  she  s  abroad  somewhere." 

Jolyon  wreathed  himself  in  smoke  before  he  an- 
swered: "Yes,  I  saw  her." 
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"  How  was  she?  " 
"  Very  well." 

hiSrrhis^t'"  "'^""^ '''''  ^'"'^  '^^^ 

Tdt't  ^.h  ?"•'  ^""-^o"  expressed  your  opinion. 
I  dont  wish  to  re-open  that  discussion.  I  only 
wanted  to  say  this:  My  position  with  her  is  «.^ 
remely  difficult.  I  don't  want  you  to  go  usTng  your 
nfluence  against  me.   What  happened  is  a  very  long 

by^onl/'      ™  ^°'"^  '°  ^'^  ^"  '"  '^*  ''y&°"««  ^ 
JolyOT°"  ^^'''^  ^^''^''  ''*^'''  ^°"  '^'"^'"  ""™ured 

c»,lt''^J*l^!u'^^^  "^"^  *°  ''^''  tlien;  it  came  as  a 
shock.    But  the  more  she  thinks  of  it.  the  more  she 

"  xt^..**'^*  "  s  the  only  way  out  for  both  of  us." 

1  hat  s  not  my  impression  of  her  state  of  mind," 

said  Jolyon  with  particular  calm.    "  And.  forrive 

my  saying,  you  misconceive  the  matter  if  you  think 

reason  comes  into  it  at  all." 

He  saw  his  cousin's  pale  face  grow  paler  — he 
•^J!  "l'^*^',*'.*.h°"t  knowing  it,  Irene's  own  words. 

Thanks,  muttered  Soames,  "  but  I  see  things 
perhaps  more  plainly  than  you  think.  I  only  want  to 
be^sure  that  you  won't  try  to  influence  her  against 

•  fl  ^  '^1}  ^Tr  y''**  '"*'*es  you  think  I  have  any 
mfluence,'' said  Jolyon;  "  but  if  I  have  I'm  bound  to 
use  It  m  the  direction  of  what  I  th-nk  is  her  happi- 
ness   I  am  V  hat  they  call  a  '  feminist.'  I  believe." 

l-emmist' repeated  Soames,  as  if  seeking  to 
gam  ome.       Does  that  mean  that  you're  against 

"  Bluntly."  said  Jolyon,  "  I'm  against  any  woman 
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Irving  with  any  man  whom  she  definitely  dislikes 
It  appears  to  me  rotten."  u"»iKes. 

"  And  I  suppose  each  time  you  see  her  vou  nut 
your  opmions  into  her  mind."  ^      ^ 

^^  I  am  not  likely  to  be  seeing  her." 
__  Not  gomg  back  to  Paris?  " 

th^  ,w    f  **/ul  ^  '"°'^'"  ^''^  Jo'yo"'  conscious  of 
«  Vlr'^n*  watchfulness  in  Soames'  face. 
Well,  that's  all  I  had  to  say.   Anyone  who  comes 

sSii";- '"'  "''^'  ^°"  '"°^' '"-"  ^- "- 

Jolyon  rose  and  made  him  a  slight  bow 

sJ,.vr5r"5^^' '  ^^^^''*•  ^"**'  '*^'tho"t  offering  to 
IS  W^  'w°''l''  away.,  leaving  Soames  staring 
after  h  m.      We  Forsytes,'  thought  Jolyon,  hailinl 

t^i;  u"^  ""^'^  "^'""'^'^  W't''  sailer  folk  that 
nught  have  come  to  a  row.    If  it  weren't  for  my 

feT/^*°K?*=^" "    The  war!    A  gust 

of  hjs  olf  doubt  swept  over  him.  A  precious  war! 
Dommation  of  peoples  or  of  women!  Attempts  to 
master  and  possess  those  who  did  not  want  you  f 

Sht.^  iT"  °^  ^''"*'*=  ^^'''"^ '  Possession,  vested 
rights ;  and  anyone  agm '  'em  —  outcast !  '  Thank 
Heaven  he  thought,  '/  always  felt  'agin "em 
™S^'  ,,  ^"L  ^^^"  ^fovAh  first fsastrous 
^S^  /  t"*^'*^  remember  fuming  over  the  blud- 
geonmg  of  Ireland,  or  the  matrimonial  suits  of 
women  trying  to  be  free  of  men  they  loathed.  Par- 
sons woiJd  have  It  that  freedom  of  soul  and  body 
tTatl  ''S!^  Afferent  things!  Pernidous  d<Jtri£ 
that!  Body  and  soul  could  not  thus  be  separated 
Free  w,ll  was  the  strength  of  any  tie,  and  not  its 
weakness      'I  ought  to  have  told  Soames,'  he 
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^^u\^^'''  anything  indeed  more  tragic  in  the 
wor  d  than  a  man  enslaved  by  his  own  oossessiv^ 
instmct  who  couldn't  see  the%ky  for  it*^  or  even 
enter  fully  into  what  another  person  felt  I  '  T  ^TfJ? 
wnte  and  warn  her,'  he  thoK  'he's  gJnrto 

Hm'h."°*ten*7-'  -^"^  ^"  '^^^^y  home  fo  &  „ 
Hill  he  rebelled  at  the  strength  of  that  dutv  to  his 
son  .which  prevented  him  Som  posting  Cto 

But  Soames  sat  long  in  his  chair,  the  prey  of  a  no 
less  gnawing  ache -a  jealous  adie,  as  if  it  had 
^hi!n7.H^'^'A^7  *^"*  ^'"■^  f^"°w  hdd  precedence 

SsanvV^    ^     ^P''  ^•^  thought:  'Nothing 

Er^h^^tire"troub.!;^^  "^^''^  -'^'^-  ''^ 

He  closed  his  eyes;  and  at  once  he  seemed  to  ^ee 
Irene,  in  a  dark  street  below  a  church -nassint 
turning  her  neck  so  that  he  caught  the  gleam  of  he^; 

wS"ha5';oTd  ■''  '"■■? '^'^^  "-nder  a  litfle' d"rk  £ 
wnich  had  gold  spangles  on  it  and  a  veil  hanrin^ 
down  behind    He  opened  his  eyes -so  rivfdrSf 

shel'^Oh  no'th^  "°"''"  «"- passing  beIo3not 
sne !    uh  no,  there  was  nothing  there! 


«r:l'll 


CHAPTER  XIII 

'  HERE   WE  ARE  AGAIN  ! ' 

Imogen's  frocks  for  her  first  season  exercised  the 
judgment  of  her  mother  and  the  purse  of  her  grand- 
father all  through  the  month  of  March.    With 
Forsyte  tenacity  Winifred  quested  for  perfection. 
It  took  her  mind  off  the  slowly  approaching  rite 
which  would  give  her  a  freedom  but  doubtfully  de- 
sired; took  her  mind,  too,  off  her  boy  and  his  fast 
approaching  departure  for  a  war  from  which  the 
news  remained  disquieting.    Like  bees  busy  on  sum- 
mer flovvers,  or  bright  gadflies  hovering  and  dartine 
over  spilqr  autumn  blossoms,  she  and  her  'little 
daughter,   tall  nearly  as  herself  and  with  a  bust 
measurement  not  far  inferior,  hovered  in  the  shops 
of  Regent  Street,  the  establishments  of  Hanover 
Square  and  of  Bond  Street,  lost  in  consideration  and 
the  feel  of  fabrics.     Dozens  of  young  women  of 
striking  deportment  and  peculiar  gait  paraded  be- 
fore Winifred  and  Imogen,  draped  in  'creations.' 
ihe  models  —  Very  new,  modom;  quite  the  latest 
tning—  which  those  two  reluctantly  turned  down 
would  have  filled  a  museum;  the  models  which  they 
were  obliged  to  have  nearly  emptied  James'  bank. 
It  was  no  good  doing  things  by  halves,  Winifred 
telt,  in  view  of  the  need  for  making  this  first  and 
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T£.V*t*f™'^':'*  ^'^^'^  a  conspicuous  success 
Their  patience  in  tryinjr  the  DatienriTnr+i,!      • 

as  f^J^or  ^f'J^^'^.godd^^s  Fashion,  feS 
as  a  Cathohc  might  make  before  the  Virrin-  for 

Un  the  afternoon  of  the  20th  of  Marrh  v,,  • 
as  it  were,  gutted  Skywardtf  thS  S  sought' rf' 
f reshment  over  the  way  at  Caramel  anHR^u  ^>^' 

cTelmTr'n  Jf  ^"^^^^^^^^^^  thi  ^^ 

fa^e^fni^g'^trh?^^^^^^^^^^^ 

''««f-freshlypaintedahghtolivf:greernofh;n' 

Imogen  had  taken  up  a  novel  sent  frn«,  *i,- 
hbrary  and  stood  absorbed.  Ra  hir  sha™W  t 
«|ise  of  the  queer  feding  in  her  brSsf ^S^f^^' 

^^•' Take  that  up.  dear,  and  have  a  rest  before  din- 

frS'hf^rA'S'  T*"^i  ?.*"«*  "P  **><=  stairs.    Wini- 
fred heard  the  door  of  her  room  slammed  to  and 

drewa  longsavouring breath.  Was  it  spStidcS 
against  all  wisdom  and  outrag^  virtue?    A^u 

^:^1  u   ^^'^t^^J^^f  «g=rs^and  lavender  i 
not  smelt  since  that  early  autumn  nieht  six  n  ,nlhl 

ago,  when  she  had  calli  him  ™tL  ffit. '    w^^^^^^^ 
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came  it,  or  was  it  ghost  of  scent  —  sheer  emanation 
from  memory?  She  looked  round  her  nSSS^ 
not  a  thinpr,  no  tiniest  disturbance  of  her  hSl  n^ 
of  the  dimng-ropm.  A  little  day-dream  of  a  scent 
-Illusory,  saddening,  silly!    In  the  silver  bfsW 

Thl!"^"^^'^-  two^vith^Mr.  and  mS^  PoS 
Thom,'  and  one  w  th '  Mr.  Polerate  Thnm  '  tul^ 
she  sniffed  then,,  but  they  smeKveS.    '  S 

S^^ef^"^iSJo.±t^s 

S^S^aT^Sl-SltES 
fhJ^l!?  u  *r*"sfixed  agamst  the  bed-rail.     Some- 

ner  ^^wor/nf"''^  ^^^  '^^  '^^^  '"  ^^e  faf^r- 
her :  "  G^ !  »  °  ~  ^°"'''  ~  ^"  ^^'  ^^^V  escaped 

'!-K^^~ Monty,"  said  a  voice, 
sence  of  his  watch-cham  down  to  boots  neat  an^ 

boldness,  become  sardonic;  there  were  l^nes  which 

n  hfslir  H-r  "^"*  *'^^.  '''\  There  "a^  "o^J 
m  his  tie.  His  suit  —  ah  I  —  she  knew  that  —  but 
how  unpressed,  and  unglossy!  She  stared  a<«i„,f 
the  toe-cap  of  his  boot.^  SoLthiJl^  Sg  andTefen?! 
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IfiLf^^^'**'"  'at  hin..'  had  turned  and  twisted, 
raked  and  scraped  him.   And  she  stayed  notsS 

""  ml;rfcT'.^f  ^'  r  r-*^ --SS  thftS 

WWrL'c  k'^"^'  J  ^°*  ^^^  '^"^'•-    I'""  back." 
f or  h^r  I    K  ''T^J?^^^"  *°  ^^ave-    The  nostalgia 
for  her  husband  which  had  rushed  up  with  that 

^^\u^^u  f  ™F""&  ^ith  a  deeper  jealousy  than 
any  she  had  felt  yet.    There  he  was  -  a  dark,  and 

What  W  hfS"?^  t^''  ''^'^  ^"d  brazen  self ! 
What  force  had  done  this  to  hm  — squeezvJ  him 

''ftTT^^  '"'^Jy  ""'I'    That  wortan! 

time  Bv^r^  .^'t  ^'^  ^^^'"-  "  ^'^«  '^^^  ^  ''lastly 
time.    iJy  God !    I  came  steerage.    I've  eot  nothinc^ 

but  what  I  stand  in.  and  that  bag."       ^  "^ 

denlv  aHv'^*'°'fe*'''/"!,- "  ""'^  "^i^Hred.  sud- 
aeniyahve.  How  dared  you  come?  You  knew 
It  was  just  for  divorce  that  you  got  that  lette?  to 
come  back.   Don't  touch  me ! '' 

♦i,^''u^i'^'^  ^^'^'^  *°  *b«  ""ai'  of  the  big  bed  where 
they  had  spent  so  many  years  of  nights  together 

back.  But  now  that  he  had  come  she  was  fillpM 
Jr»nV'''%'^°l^-""^  '^'^'^^y  resentment  He  pufws 
tw"st  f^i^tt  ZT'^^''  ^"*  ^'^  "°t  f"-  ^nd 
do^wa^Ss.         **  ^'™''''"  ^"y-  ^^  J"^t  ?""«>  it 

hadr  *^'"  ^^  ''''''•  "^^  y°"  ^^^  *^^  t'n^e  I've 
"I'm  glad  I  don't!" 
"Are  the  kids  all  right?" 
^Wkhmy"key^-    "  "ow  did  you  get  in  ?  » 

here^Monf?."'"''*^'  ^°"'*  '"°"-    ^°"  ^^^^'^  ^^^^ 
He  uttered  a  little  sardonic  laugh. 
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"Where  then?" 
"  Anywhere." 

;:  Well.  look  at  me  I    That  -  that  damned " 

li  you  mention  her."  cried  Wir^^H   ^T^ 

tertt'fii!?;foV'eS^'eriie'a^^^^ 

a^i^he  had  said:  .l^i?^?n^St^o*X 

.  S;,felH?^_.^?  '^^t  tl^e  bed-rail.    "  Well,  it's 


senT|^^h1t^l-S  feSeJ:'^  ^^^  ^^  -"' 
'WWi^r^'^  '°  *^°  ^i'''  ^™?'  she  thought 
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rvi"rar '^  doubts  Shi^S  ts  ^I't.tA 

f^.«^^T  ^^  ^^^  ^°"<^'  and  she  heard  the  water  in 
the  bath  running,  she  put  out  a  complete  serS  Jar 

St^ 'and 'fitch''^  dress.ng-rSS  then'w'S 
XsW  PutHL^*'*u^**  "P  *^^  l^'scuit  box  and 
r^momenta?  hpL??  *'""  T*  ^S^'"'  a"'^  "^tening 
ouT  Tn^l^c.     ^^'"■po?  door,  she  went  down  and 

alwaysTelJe^r  ^s'h^'r.^-   ^^H'   Soa'^e^'sri 

kLT^       *  ?f ^'  °f  Soames.  of  herself!    Yet  to 
have  done  with  the  Law,  not  to  have  that  murkv 

S"ef 'iW.r;  ^'l  ^"^  *''^  children!    Wh"aS 
't^L     ■^,*''''"t  how  to  accept  his  return?    That 

suTh  as"he  h^d'"^^    .i''"'  "^^'^  f™™  him  passion 
such  as  he  had  never  bestowed  on  herself  such  as 

the  ?1?n.^TJT^^*«^/^^P^*''«  of-    There  wa 
the  sting!    That  selfish,  blatant  'clown'  of  hers 
whom  she  herself  had  never  really  stirS  hadS 
swept  and  ungarnished  by  another  woman!    InsSu" 

h"m  balk?  AnH*'"?^^.^"^^  "°*  ^«*=«"t  ^o  'afe 
mm  oack !   And  yet  she  had  asked  for  him  •  the  Law 

perhaps  would  make  her  now !   He  was  JJ  much  heT 

And  an^hlf  r  ";:J  '^^^^^  P"*  hersXut  of  cSurt 
And  all  he  wanted  no  doubt,  was  money -to  keep 
him  m  cigars  and  lavender-water!    That  scS 
fittlLf  ■  ^  *"  "°*  ""Fl^'  *''°"?»'t' '  "ot  old  yet r 

woJds-Vrw^l''"  ¥■  '■"fj"=«^  J'™  to  those 
words.    I  ve  been  through  ,t.    I've  been  frightened 
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ag^m^t  a  robbing  world     A„5  sHfe*°cat''t 
sa^r^heTe""'    ^^  ^^  >■-«>?    HI  go  up;  don't 

"  wh?"s"  wroSg? ' J''  ~"^""P>-«ng  her  in  the  glass ; 
"  Monty  I "  said  Winifred  stonily 

ta;%tr3:;;Slffi^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

'■  Olff  d'V!  ru*°°  ""^  riskThis'Jay™   *^- 
Oh !   Don't  talk  about  that !   What  shall  I  do?  " 


^^'.Nothing/  One'of  hiriH;;;teTs"split  across  the 
Soames  stared  at  her. 

So  ^VL^^  '^'*''  •"  *?^  S?"'"'* '    On  his  beam  ends 

"7a„J^^"i^^'."'.  ^'''^'"  ''^^  finish  fathe?: 
,,  Can  t  we  keep  it  from  him  ? "  ' 

thinSt  Wry?n'g>"  ^"  ""'^^""^  «-•••  ^^  -X' 

»ili^b?aL?'"'^lf '  '"'*''  1"«^'"^ ''°°''«'  '■"'«  his  blue 
siiK  oraces.      There  ought  to  be  some  wav  in  laJ,  » 

he  muttered,  "to  make  him  safe''  ^     ^'^' 

««ii^°T'7''*'  Winifred. "  I  won't  be  made  a  fool  of 
•gain ,  I  d  sooner  put  up  with  him."  * 


,:%,     'f.. 
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iJ^i?^£"t^l^  °'l!f^-.  '^^^"  hearts  were 

_  Where  did  you  leave  him? " 
laui"  *"Vttn.'"Jv'^'r^^  S^^'^  *  "«le  bitter 

"What's  the  use?" 

"  yt^"f^T  *.«  "J*''^  **^""s  with  him." 
lermsl    It  11  always  be  the  same.    When  he  re- 
covers —  cards  and  betting,  drink  and  —_  ?''  5^: 

Se  "'S'eT"?^"-rj  *^  '«°^  "  ''^  hu  band- 
face.  _The  burnt  ch,l<r-the  burnt  child!     Per- 

;; Recovers?  "  replied  Soames:  "  Is  he  ill?  " 
No ;  burnt  out ;  that's  all." 

Soames  took  his  waistcoat  from  a  chair  and  mi* 
It  on  he  took  his  coat  and  got  into  it  hes^enteH  Wc 
handkerchief  with  eau-dl-aio™    thS^  u?' 

"  AnV'r  ''^i  ''fi  "  W«  haSt  a5y"S"'" 
And  m  the  m.dst  of  her  own  trouble  Winifred  wa, 

"  ISJ^tl''  ^^1^°^""  she  said. 

S  her  ?^ T*  ^°'"  "^"y  y**"-    Hc'-e  she  stood, 
Swn  staSS  .T''^"-""'""^*^  <^rt*'""s  closed 
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As  a  family  they  had  so  guarded  themselves  from 
the  expression  of  all  unfashionable  emotion  that  it 
was  impossible  to  go  up  and  give  her  daughter  a 
good  hug  But  there  was  comfort  in  her  cushioned 
voic*-  and  her  still  dimpled  shoulders  under  some 
rare  blade  lace.  Summoning  pride  and  the  desire 
not  to  distress  her  mother,  Winifred  said  in  her 
most  off-hand  voice : 


"  »,»,,.  ^ir  '■t'~~J  t  ""T.  'r'""-'''  »""'"ng  ai  Soames, 
why  Winifred  shouldn't  tell  him  that  she'll  prose- 
cute him  if  he  doesn't  keep  off  the  premises     He 

tw.  ''".J^""'" :  a"f  if  he's  not  brought  them  back, 
that  s  quite  enough. 

Winifred  smiled.  They  would  all  plunge  about 
with  suggestions  of  this  and  that,  but  she  knew 
already  what  she  would  be  doing,  and  that  was- 

^I!""f  •I'"'  ^"''"?  *''**•  ***"•  a"'  she  had  won  a 
sort  of  victory,  retained  her  property,  was  every 

J^  w  ift"""^u^°"",'!.''J  ^'^'^-  No  I  if  she  wanted 
to  punish  him.  she  could  do  it  at  home  without  the 
world  knowing. 

.rlT^^K,  ^*'*'  '^""''y-  "  <=<""«  '"to  the  dining-room 
comfortably —  you  must  stay  and  have  dinner  with 
us.  Leave  it  to  me  to  tell  your  father."  And,  as 
Sill  *.?*  '^?rf.,t°r'"^i  t'"^  ^^''  she  turned  out 
the  Sidor  ^^^^  ^  **  *'***"■ '" 

uJl'^^'r  ^"'■^'^t'^  hy  light  from  a  room  never 
!.5i^  I  u  •^*'"i"  "^^Z  standing  with  his  dun-coloured 

wi?,  ;  !'r '^'^'^'i^.^^'^.^'^t  '''■'"•  so  that  his  arms 
were  not  free  and  his  silvered  head  looked  cut  off 
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from  his  fashionably  trousereH  I»^  ,»  v  l 
panse  of  desert     He  stnS   J.,-^*  ^.  '^  ^  *"  «'- 
with  an  eSion  al  if  Aw  S'/.?'"^'^-]**' 
tc^3  large  to  swallow  ^*°'° '"'"  ^  f'"°8r 

y^l^^'S:]:;^;    "-e.l.ourfatherP 

on  each  of  his  swathed'/hetei's'S  ""'^  '^"^ 
comers:.?  "°*  ^^"^  '^"^"P*'  F^hen '  He's  only 

hap^n^  and  wS'e  "JRt  ^t^"^  ^"°"''  *<> 

I'm  hot"    S  ■^^"*'-       ?"■«•  *ake  this  thing  off 

and  LllUrraS''' Vhe  "^f  *°  ^armson. 
Winifred  still  "n  her  ha^wSy"  '^*  ^r.".*«'' 
fourth  place,  men  he  left  fk^  Warmson  laid  the 
"  Ws  he  brSt  bait' *'  '°°'"'  J"""  "'^^ 
Nothing,  Father." 

What  waTl  abo.!f  ?    T      -Jl*  muttered ; "  rubbish  f 

anowl'crto^'t^l'tof  EnflanS  ''^P^'^'""'  *" 
and  propose  it  to  him."  ^"^'*"''-    Soames  f  you  go 
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It  seemed  so  right  and  simple  a  suggestion  that 
even  Wmifred  was  surprised  when  she  said:  "  No, 
I'll  keep  him  now  he's  back;  he  must  just  behave  — 
that  s  all." 

They  all  looked  at  her.  It  had  always  been  known 
that  Winifred  had  pluck. 

"  Out  there  I "  said  James  elliptically, "  who  knows 
what  cut-throats!  You  look  for  his  revolver !  Don't 
go  to  bed  without.  You  ought  to  have  Warmson  to 
sleep  m  the  house.    I'll  see  him  myself  to-morrow." 

They  were  touched  by  this  declaration,  and  Emily 
said  comfortably:  "  That's  right,  James,  we  won't 
have  any  nonsense." 

"  Ah ! "  muttered  James  darkly,  "  I  can't  tell." 

The  advent  of  Warmson  with  fish  diverted  con- 
versation. 

When,  directly  after  dinner,  Winifred  went  over 
to  kiss  her  father  good-night,  he  looked  up  with 
eyes  so  full  of  question  and  distress  that  she  put  all 
the  comfort  she  could  into  her  voice. 

"It's  all  right.  Daddy,  dear;  don't  worry.  I 
shan  t  need  anyone  —  he's  quite  bland.  I  shall  only 
be  upset  if  you  worry.     Good-night,  bless  you ! " 

James  repeated  the  words,  "  Bless  you!  "  as  if  he 
did  not  quite  know  what  they  meant,  and  his  eyes 
followed  her  to  the  door. 

She  reached  home  before  nine,  and  went  straight 
upstairs. 

Dartie  was  lying  on  the  bed  in  his  dressing-room, 
fully  re-dressed  in  a  blue  serge  suit  and  pumps; 
his  arms  were  crossed  behind  his  head,  and  an  ex- 
tinct cigarette  drooped  from  his  mouth. 

Winifred  remembered  ridiculously  the  flowers  in 
her  window-boxes  after  a  blazing  summer  day;  the 
way  they  lay,  or  rather  stood  —  parched,  yet  rested 
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dead"     "*  "^"'^  "°*  ''^'P  '^'^  bitter  answer:  "  Not 

^fw™"**^  !i'='i'^"y  *»«  winced. 
,     Understand,  Monty  "  she  <t!,iA  «  t     •« 
him  worried.    IfvouaWfJ^^     I  will  no;  have 
self,  you  n«J^o  baT  vn,?n,/°'"^  *°  ^*^«  yo""-- 
you  had  dinne??  »       ^        ''^  ^  anywhere.    Have 

"  No." 

"Would  you  like  some?" 
He  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

;;  So  you've  seen  her?    What  did  she  sav? " 
-.She  gave  me  a  kiss."  '*y- 

doS?acrr?S°"S"'"?  .r  ^.»  **"J^  -- 
for  her.  not  f o?^e  a  brt  '      ''''  *^°"^''*'  '  '^^  ^•"^ 

^a^lbTS^r-i^tosid. 

wiU'nnt^Jiff  ~a^^^^       was  the 

No.    Val  knowc  "4J^***°f<^  *hetr  knowing! 
knowyou  went  aw^y-"  ^^'  °*^^"  d°"'t:  they  Ly 

give  me  t^J^'""  """^ '"  «^«=  -'d  firmly.  "  if  you 

wj^ffJeStm  u'p%rtL^^^^^^ "  111- '  h^'™  t- '  " 

I  don't  want  to  hit  vo,,    Y~i     .."^  ''''■*'  ^ontv ! 

Ishan'talludelo'^nSj  t;;l;:^lSIll',";  Vou. 

■^     -  i-i  -1-.  5^2,jg  lO  Worry. 
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2?^L^»T^"    She  was  silent  a  moment.    "I 

SSerK.  V"'^''*^°?«^'^'^"d^^°°'tl  You'd 
♦TJI  *  T  You've  made  me  suft  r.  But  I  used 
*°  •«  fo°d  of  you.    For  the  sake     f  ^at  —  " 

with  the  downward  stare  of  her  ereei-grcv  evS 
.^•^gtotr^r^Sn.^"^^"-^'  ^^rnSt.r^%^d 
She  sat  there  a  long  time  before  her  glass,  finger- 
Zit  o""^'  **""'^'^«^  °^  *»>»  ««Wued  darkSS 

rSm    r.^wT'  '°  ^"^'  °°  *h«  bed  in  the  S; 
room,  resolutely  not  'worrying',  but  cnawed  hv 

jealousy  of  what  he  had  b^n  throughfS  now 
and  agam  just  visited  by  pity  ^ 
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birds  in  the  bush  nTnSrer  the  iSn7*'  -"^'"^i  •>" 
the  web  anywhere  SbJe     Mr^&X"li!?i3 

war   ^^Z'    ^' *"°  ""  cousin  were  gone  to  the 

Str^^U^^"^  **""  °"*  ^»y  "''eht  into  Re«nt 
V-  j----.-ai  i-iovvvi,  wnii  laise  noses 
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and  mouth-organs,  penny  whistles  and  lone  feath- 

Mateking!  Of  course,  it  had  been  relieved !  Good  I 
But  was  that  an  excuse?  Who  were  these  i>^ 
v£  E^!?^'^'-  f  "'■^ ^'^ '^'y come f Sn'To ?he 
So  Qrls  cS^  ^''^  "^^^  *''"."^:  ^'"^  ^^"  whistled 
Ini?;*,  S  U!    i!!^  •  Jf^  y""""  *'^''"  o".  stucco !  '   A 

witn  diHiculty.  Crackers  were  explodine  beneath 
his  nose,  between  his  feet.  He  was  bewilfered  ex- 
asperated, offended    This  stream  of  people  <;ame 

h^W^'i^i,  ""^  waters  of  whose  existence  he 
had  heard  perhaps,  but  believed  in  never.  This 
then,  was  the  populace,  the  innumerable  livine  nega- 
tion of  gentility  and  Forsyteism.  This  was  -  Sd  I 
tie  E.Tp^7'  '*  staric  yelled,  was  hideous!  In 
p  *  cF"'''  ?"■  iX«"  Soho,  perhaps  —  but  here  in 
SS^In?9(S^4'^^'"^'  .Wha?  were  the  Sice 
«^,  l,.i^  ^'  ^°^^'  with  his  Forsyte  thou- 
sands, had  never  seen  the  cauldron  with  the  lid  off  • 
and  now  looking  into  it,  could  hardly  believe  his 
scorching  eyes.  The  whole  thing  was  unspeakable' 
TJese  people  had  no  restraint,  they  seemed  to  think 
him  funny;  such  swarms  of  them,  rude,  coarse 

fe!%7^^."^!J^!*,I^'^''*'='■.'  Nothing sacrX 
hS  ?«  shouldn't  be  surprised  if  they  began  to 
break  windows.  In  Pall  Mall,  past  those  ligust 
thi  ih^' J?  enter  which  people  paid  sixty  pou^ 
this  shrieking,  whistling,  dancing  dervish  of  a 
o^^i^^'  swarminp:.  From  the  Qub  windows  his 
tZ».  r''U°°'"i'.8^  °"*  °"  them  with  regulated 
amusement.    They  didn't  realise!    Why,  this  was 

Ih^lr^l^^^  ^""T  *°  ?"ything!  The  crowd  was 
cheerful,  but  some  day  they  would  come  in  differ- 
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had  smashe/S;  andi"^^^  at  Brighton;  they 
than  dread,  hTfdt  a  d^'^!'P^^«-  B"*  niore 
hysterical -iitVasn'tS  f^'K'^'     They  were 

rehy  of  a  little  town  as  bS-  W»f.  "^i  "^"*  '^^ 
sand  miles  away.    R«tra^f        Watford,  six  thou- 

ties  to  him  more  dS^aStS^-i  '^°^'=  l"^'''- 
pensable  attributes  of  nr^^J^"  i'^^'  *hosf  indis- 
were  they?   It  wasn^lngShf  No  ?'*"^^  ''^"^ 
hsh!    So  Soames  bro.^^  il      j*?'  '*  ^^^n't  Eng- 
It  was  as  if  hehld  iSS  *^'"<»^"«  his  way  ol 
one  cutting  th^  cove^a^t  -^^  "^"^'^^  ^'S^'^*  °f  so""^- 
of  his  legal  dSumems  or  5  ,''""'  PO"«sion  '  out 
stalking  out  in  th?f  Sure  c^St?n^?"/'r  ^^'^PS  ^^d 
Their  want  of  stoliditv  f^f-  ^  ****^**°«^hefore. 
It  was  like  discovering  tfl  J  n^""  "T^^l^^  reverence! 
of  England  w?rrSiSrrAWf.^*''«P«'P'e 

his  hand.  ™""^'  ''o'd'"e  a  false  nos^  in 

"Hallo,  Soames!"  he  sairf-  "u^ 

socialists.  They  want  our  g^s~YL??'.fH'",^ 
James  that,  it'll  make  him  sff  •      ^""^  *'"  ^""^'^ 

nod^ed'rnd'Sr/on'K  ^°-r''''  »-*  »>«  o^'y 
was  but  a  triSrofToy^s'terer^S^ P^"-  '^''' 
-ry  noisy.     And   looS^p^  Z  T^^'^X 


.1  *' 


\\ 


368 


IN  CHANCERY 


Snti^f^:^."^'"-^^^-    Possession's'^ 

But,  as  he  closed  the  door  of  his  father's  house 

b^md  hun.  all  that  queer  outlandish  nigSwIJ 

S?^»^  ;£  '''"^  '•'■'^"^  '*'  ^«  ^'^d  awakened  in 
mattStT  """"^  ^'"'^^  °^  *^'«  'P""^- 

ing'!:seoS^sr°'*''^^-*«"p*^^-- 

ha^at^htf^SStrgJetyrrStf ''•   ^^ 


.*■  "^%j2 


PART   HI 


WJ^mdS^^m'^^^mSm^ 


MKMCorr  nsotunoN  tbt  chart 

(ANSI  and  ISO  TEST  CHART  No.  2) 


1.0    g 


I.I 


■M 


E^U 


I2j2 
|2jO 

1.8 
1.6 


A 


/APPLIED  ItVHGE    Inc 

1653  Eott  Mgln  SttMt 

Roch«tl«r.  Nn  Vorti        14609       USA 

(718)  482  -  0300  -  Phon« 

(71S)  3H--M89  -For 


"^^ 


CHAPTER   I 

SOAMES  IN   PARIS 

^^fh^'XtS.1-''S^  hi^fl"'"'^*-"  "^^  had 
Winifred -IfiAissdc  At^^  ^^t*"".'  "'°^^^''  and 
home  by  way  S  Paris  'Aii!2\^^'*"*=^'*"'l'  ^"^ 
when  he  begin  to  take  inf^/'^  .twenty-seven,  just 

spent  five^iSi  in  l2lv  ll"  ''•'^''''  '^'^  ''^^ 

aissance-not  SSuSi  g [t'  1^^ 'l°  ""^jS^"' 
expect— and  a  fortniol^t  ;Jd    •     " .    **«"  '«*  to 

loold"^  into' himselK  b^l  ?  Fo"^^  ''^'*' 
rounded  bv  neontp  «^    *^^    *  Forsyte  sur- 

'  foreign 'i  tWrench  h^'L'''^^"*^^^  and 
language  K  deriv^  V   His  knowledge  of  their 

dfd?c«\nS:;^L'd^^^^^  he 

he  had  found  better  for  ,11  1-  P^^*'  Silence 
make  a  fool  of  on«;,r 4"  Parties:  o^^  did  not 

of  the  men's  clothef  the  rfS^  ?  u'*^  ^'''^  '"o"* 
which  looked  like  ChfvfTl'i"  '^'l'  ^''^  theatres 

was  overrated.  uneasy,  saying  Paris 
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\VhMi,  therefore,  in  June  of  1900,  he  went  to 
Paris,  It  was  but  his  third  attempt  on  the  centre  of 
civilization.  This  time,  however,  the  mountain 
was  going  to  Mahomet;  for  he  felt  by  now  more 
deeply  civilised  than  Paris,  and  perhaps  he  really 
was.  Moreover,  he  had  a  definite  objective  This 
was  no  mere  genuflection  to  a  shrine  of  taste  and 
immorality,  but  the  prosecution  of  his  own  leeiti- 
mate  affairs.  He  went,  indeed,  because  things  were 
getting  past  a  joke.    The  watch  went  on  ind  on 

f,?iir'J    ii"^~"°i^'"^-'    J°'yo"  ''^d  never  re- 
turned to  Pans,  and  no  one  else  was  'suspect!' 
iJusy  with  new  and  very  confidential  matters,  Soames 
was  realising  more  than  ever  how  essential  reputa- 
tion is  to  a  solicitor.     But  at  night  and  in  his  lei- 
sure moments  he  was  ravaged  by  the  thought  that 
time  was  always  flymg  and  money  flowing  in,  and 
his  own  future  as  much  '  in  irons '  as  ever.     Since 
Mafeking  night  he  had  become  aware  that  a '  youne 
fool  of  a  doctor'  was  hanging  round  Annette 
1  wice  he  had  come  across  him— a  cheerful  youne 
fool,   not  more  than  thirty.      Nothing  annoyed 
boames  so  much  as  cheerfulness  —  an  indecent 
fo  fo:?c^"'k'°'''  -^  quality,  which  had  no  relation 
to  facts.     The  mixture  of  his  desires  and  hopes 
was,  in  a  word,  becoming  torture;  and  lately  the 
thought  had  come  to  him  that  perhaps   Irene 
knew  she  was  being  shadowed.    It  was  this  which 
finally  decided  him  to  go  and  see  for  himself; 
to  go  and  once  more  try  to  break  down  her 
repugnance,  her  refusal  to  make  her  own  and 
his  path  comparatively  smooth  once  more.     If  he 
failed  again  —  well,  he  would  see  what  she  did  with 
herself,  anyway! 
He  went  to  an  hotel  in  the  Rue  Caumartin,  highly 
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mornmg  he  set  out  in  bright  weather 

F-n7i;     w    ''^^"■*^1  "°^  to  understand  thines 
n^'.nf,?-  K^^'  "°'  ^""««e  F'-ench?    There  wfs 

kin  tfSt  F°V^i  °^  '^'^  ^'^'t'  if  J'^  could  only  get 
It.     In  this  laudable  mood  and  the  Place  de  la  rfn 

^me  on'the^'r  ^'^^  "J?  .'^°-"  three  tits     He 

iS'hSrr^"---^ 

^|SSeffiJSu„^-ffi^S^^ 
looking  w,th  green  sunblinds,  seen  through  a 
screen  of  plane-tree  leavM      A^U  ^        ."»rougn   a 

she  had  yet  gone  out.     Some  pigeons  were  sf ritftJni 

'h^J'  ^^V^  ^^'^^  contained  his  dinner  A 
2»««e  coiffed  with  ribbon  shepherded  two  littS 
g^rls  with  pigtails  and  frilled  drawers  A  cab 
ESaz'ed  Lf  °?  T'"-  "°7.^  blue'coat1m?a 
seemef 'S'^hSl^bo^*^  H^Tl  sof  "of°ni?^^^*'°" 

ssriet  °^  4  •  A  theltrSs:: 

tne  i-rench  I    He  ht  one  of  his  rare  cigaretterwith 
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'""'  r^     <" 


fnff '^  .f  '^^".P'  *^*  ^^*«  ^^°"1'1  be  casting  his  life 
into  outlandish  waters.     He  shouldn't  wonder  if 

b^'nr^fv^^^'l'!!''  ^°'"^  "*^:  '^^  had  never 
been  properly  English  —  even  to  look  at !    And  he 

began  co»sidering  which  of  those  windows  coSd  bl 

''^^  «nder  the  jreen  sunblinds.     How  cSS  hi 

word  what  he  Lad  come  to  say  so  that  k  might 

?hrl''.?%^'*'"5"  °^  ''^^  P™"d  obstinacy?  Se 
threw  the  fag-end  of  his  cigarette  at  a  p-geon  with 

Lv  li^'^'t''-  i  '=^"'*  ^*«y  here  for  ever^wSrng 

t"e  lar^fw^'"'^  ^p^*^  \"P  ^"^  '^J'  °"  her  ^n 
tne  late  afternoon.'    But  he  still  sat  on    heard 

twelve  strike,  and  then  half-past.  'I'll  wait  till 
one/  he  thought,  'while  I'm  about  it/  But  iust 
A  wor^T?  "P'  ""^  shrinkingly  sat  down  agS 
A  woman  had  come  out  in  a  cream-coloured  fLk 

asol     IriHrh"^  "i^t^  ?r"^^^  ^  fawn-coloured  pir-' 
asol.    Irene  herself!    He  wa  ted  till  she  was  too 
far  away  to  recognise  him,  then  set  out  afTer  heT 
She  was  strolling  as  though  she  had  no  part'culaV 
w^-'M*ir  =  p'"?^'X'^  he  remembered  riK     o- 
kasfhe  W  V  ^%^<^^^^-    For  half  I  Kr  at 
af  sh/S     "  ^'I^"""^  ^"  *he  far  side  of  the  way 
till  she  had  passed  into  the  Bois  itself.    Was  she 
going  to  meet  someone  after  all?     Some  con 
Founded  Frenchman -one  of  those  'Bd  Am"' 
chaps,  perhaps,  who  had  nothing  to  do  but  h^n^ 
S.ir'"!,"-^°''  h«  had  read  that  bo^k  whh 
SwSh^'^  %f  "^1°^  ^''^''^  fascination.    He 
followed  doggedly  along  a  shady  alley,  losing  siSt 
of  her  now  and  then  when  the  path  curved.    And  it 

PaTk  fe'Vd  ^Ta^^'^J  ^°"^  ^^°'  «"<=  "'^ht  in  Hyde 
Park  he  had  slid  and  sneaked  from  tree  to  tree 
from  seat  to  seat,  hunting  blindly,  ridiculously  Tn 
burning  jealousy  for  her  and  young  Bosinn??    ThJ 
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fig'SyJnro^^^  he  cape  on  Z 

bronze  Niobe  veiled  Kir  fnt^'T?  "«'«  &^«n- 
ing  at  the  pool  shVhad  wep?  ^ff'^''  '''P*'  S^- 
suddenly  that  he  was  na  J  lUf«  u  '^"^^  °"  ^er  so 
take  off  hi*  hat  She  d^H^J.^.^^  ^^'^  t"™  ^nd 
always  had  great  self  comlf  ^  ''^r*  "P-  She  had 
things  he  mSradSedTn  he^l-'t  wasoneof  the 

grievances  against  her  i"c^''l  ^h"!,''''  ^"^'^^^ 
able  to  tell  what  she  was  tWnV  ^  ^^  'l^^^'"  ^een 
ised  that  he  waslollowin^^  ^St  }^f  '^'  ^«^>- 
made  him  anwy  and    Hjf^,-  •       ^^'^'Possession 

presence,  he  Snie^  to  the1^n'%*?,?^'^'"  ^s 
and  said:  *"^  mournful  little  Niobe, 

H^rn 'IJ'''*'""'  1 8:ood  thing." 

PrSrvTh^r^S^S;^^*  ^''^  ^^  ^^™^«ng  to 

hauntsl'J"*'  """*  *°  ^*^'^'<^  y°".-  -  this  one  of  your 
"  Yes  " 

.    "  Well,  it's  your  own  faulf     v«.  ^     , 

't  at  any  moment.    Irene  S.me  I^IT  ^  ^'^  "^ 
free."  ^'  '^'"*  back  to  me,  and  be 

Irene  laughed. 

'inhuSrn''lS 'TJL?™'''"^*'!?.^'^^' "'t^ 
n>ake  which  will  bVyoSa^ck^^  ^^ t"l  /r^ 
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tK"  *  ®*''"**^  house —and  just  a  visit  now  and 

Irene  rose,  something  wild  suddenly  in  her  face 
and  figure. 

"None!  None!  None!  You  may  hunt  me  to 
the  grave.    I  will  not  come." 

Outraged  and  on  edge,  Soames  recoiled. 
.,     Don't  make  a  scene!"  he  said  sharply.    And 
they  both  stood  motionless,  staring  at  the  little 
Niobe,  whose  greenish  flesh  the  sunlight  was  bur- 
nishmg. 

,  "  T^^^'l  y^"""  '^^t  WO''**'  then,"  muttered  Soames, 
clenchmg  his  hands;  "  you  condemn  us  both  " 

Irene  bent  her  head.  "  I  can't  come  back.  Good- 
bye ! 

A  feeling  of  monstrous  injustice  flared  up  in 
boames. 

"Stop!"  he  said,  "and  listen  to  me  a  moment. 
You  gave  me  a  sacred  vow  —  you  came  to  me  with- 
out a  penny.  You  had  all  I  could  give  you.  You 
broke  that  vow  without  cause,  you  made  me  a  by- 
word; you  refused  me  a  child;  you've  left  me  in 
prison ;  you  —  you  still  move  me  so  that  I  want  you 
~  Ij^ant  you.    Well,  what  do  you  think  of  your- 

Irene  turned,  her  face  was  deadly  pale,  her  eves 
burnmgdark. 

"God  made  me  as  I  am,"  she  said;  "wicked  if 
you  like  — but  not  so  wicked  that  I'll  give  myself 
again  to  a  man  I  hate." 

The  sunlight  gleamed  on  her  hair  as  she  moved 
away,  and  seemed  to  lay  a  caress  all  down  her  cline- 
mg  cream-coloured  frock. 

Soames  could  neither  speak  nor  move.  That 
word   hate  —so  extreme,  so  primitive— made  all 
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the  Forsyte  in  him  tremble.    With  a  deep  impreca 
tion  he  strode  away  from  where  she  had  vanished 
and  ran  almost  into  the  arms  of  the  lady  saunterine 
badt — the  fool,  the  shadowing  fool  I 

He  was  soon  dripping  with  perspiration,  in  the 
depths  of  the  Bois. 

•  Well,'  he  thought, '  I  need  have  no  consideration 
tor  her  now ;  she  has  not  a  grain  of  it  for  me  I'll 
show  her  this  very  day  that  she's  my  wife  stiU.' 

But  on  the  way  home  to  his  hotel,  he  was  forced 
to  the  conclusion  that  he  did  not  know  what  he 
meant.    One  could  not  make  scenes  in  public,  and 
short  of  scenes  in  public  what  was  there  he  could 
cu       -l  ^r^°^*^  ^""^^  ^'s  own  thin-skinnedness. 
bhe  might  deserve  no  consideration;  but  he  —  alas  f 
deserved  some  at  his  own  hands.    And  sitting 
lunchless  in  the  hall  of  his  hotel,  with  tourists  pass 
ing  every  moment,  Baedeker  in  hand,  he  was  visited 
by  black  dejection.     In  irons!    His  whole  life,  with 
every  natural  instinct  and  every  decent  yearninc 
gagged  and  fettered,  and  all  because  Fate  had 
driven  him  seventeen  years  ago  to  set  his  heart 
upon  this  woman  — so  utterly,  that  even  now  he 
had  no  real  heart  to  set  on  any  other !    Cursed  was 
the  day  he  had  met  her,  and  his  eyes  for  seeing  in 
her  anything  but  the  cruel  Venus  she  was!    And 
yet,  still  seeing  her  with  the  sunlight  on  the  clinging 
China  crepe  of  her  gown,  he  uttered  a  little  groan 
so  that  a  tourist  who  was  passing,  thought : '  Man  in 
pain !    Let's  see  I  what  did  I  have  for  lunch  ? ' 

Later,  in  front  of  a  cafe  near  the  Opera,  over  a 
glass  of  cold  tea  with  lemon  and  a  straw  in  it  he 
took  the  malicious  resolution  to  go  and  dine  at 'her 
hotel.  If  she  were  there,  he  would  speak  to  her- 
If  she  were  not,  he  would  leave  a  note.  He  dressed 
carefully,  and  wrote  as  follows : 


378 


IN  CHANCERY 


Your  idyll  with  that  f  eUow  Jolyon  Forsyte  Is 
faiown  to  me  at  all  events.  If  you  pursue  it,  under- 
stand that  I  will  leave  no  stone  unturned  to  make 
things  unbearable  for  him. 

"  S  F  " 
He  sealed  this  note  but  did  not  address  it  refus- 
ing to  write  the  maiden  name  which  she  ha  i  impu- 
dently resumed,  or  to  put  the  word  Forsyte  on  the 
envelope  lest  she  should  tear  it  up  unread.    Then 
he  went  out,  and  made  his  way  though  the  glowing 
streets,    abandoned   to   evening   pleasure-seekers 
tntenng  her  hotel,  he  took  his  seat  in  a  far  comer 
ot  the  dmmg-room  whence  he  could  see  all  en- 
trances and  exits.     She  was  not  there.     He  ate 
httle,  quickly,  watchfully.     She  did  not  come.    He 
mgered  in  the  lounge  over  his  coffee,  drank  two 
liqueurs  of  brandy.    But  still  she  did  not  come    He 
went  over  to  the  key  board  and  examined  the  names 
Number  twelve,  on  the  first  floor!    And  he  deter- 
mined to  take  the  note  up  himself.    He  mounted 
red-carpeted  stairs,  past  a  little  salon;  eight   ten 
twelve!    Should  he  knock,  push  the  noie  under   "; 
— — ."    He  looked  furtively  round  and  turned  the 
handle.     The  doer  opened,  but  into  a  little  space 
leading  to  another  door;  he  knocked  on  that— -no 
answer     The   door  was   locked.     It   fitted   very 
closely  to  the  floor;  the  note  would  not  go  under. 
He  thrust  it  back  mto  his  pocket,  and  stood  a  mo- 
ment listening.     He  felt  somehow  certain  that  she 

Tn^JZri^'^-  1  ^"/  '"•*l^"'y  ^^  ^""^  away,  pass- 
ing the  httle  salon  down  the  stairs.  He  stopped  at 
the  bureau  and  said : 

note?'"  ^°"  '''"'"^  ^"^  ^^""^  ^"-  ^'"■°"  ^as  this 
"Madame  Heron  left  to-day,  Monsieur— sud- 
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Soames  compressed  his  lips.    "Oh!"  he  said- 
dp  you  know  her  address  ? "  *'** ' 

qi^^l' ^"f^u*"'-    England,  I  think." 
weSoT  ^H   i'' •,  'i"*^  ''^'^'^  '"to  Ws  pocket  and 
Sng  ■    "'  ''"•^'^  ""  °P^"  horse-cahXh  wS 

"Drive me  anywhere ! " 

<».'."d'o:?f.'''''' ""»'«'"  =»««»•  '""■»"'  *j«i, 
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Sh  nf^^'"^!]!™!''  *°  P^S^'^"*^  t^e  following  day, 
plZi^l^''^  ™°'""'^S^  '■^<=«^'^  a  visit  from  Mr 
Polteed   who  wore  a  flower  and  carried  a  brown 
b-llycock  hat.     Soames  motioned  him  to  a  seat 
•J  (?'  ^V  ^r*""  ^^^  war  is  not  so  bad,  is  it? " 

'^" -^J"- 1°^^^^.-    ::  I  hope  I  see  you  well,  kr  "   * 
1  hanks!  quite. 

hJ!^^1^£^^^l^^^^  forward  smiled,  opened  his 
hand,  looked  mto  it,  and  said  softly: 

last "  ^^^^^  ^^'^^  *^°"*  ^^""^  business  for  you  at 
"  What?  "  ejaculated  Soames. 

w.'lilTi'l^^"  \T'J^  'J"'^.^  suddenly  what  I  think 
/?f    ^  justified  in  calling  conclusive  evidence," 
and  Mr.  Polteed  paused. 
''Well?" 

•'  Oi  the  10th  instant,  after  witnessing  an  inter- 
view between  17  and  a  party,  earlier  in  the  day,  19 
can  swear  to  having  seen  him  coming  out  of  her 
bedroom  in  the  hotel  about  ten  o'clock  in  the  even- 
ing With  a  little  care  in  the  giving  of  the  evidence 
.hat  will  be  enough,  especially  as  17  has  left  Paris 
—  no  doubt  with  the  party  in  question.  la  fact 
do 
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they  both  slipped  o£F,  and  we  hav«.n'f  ««f  ~.  x    .t. 
agam.  yet;  butwe  shal"  _  we  S    ^h^       w 
hard  under  verv  Hifflr,,i*  Z  ^"*  ®  worked 

glad  she's  brought  it  offi  lasT^"  mT P 'u^!l?  ^'? 
out  a  deare^P   Lr,^  at  last.       Mr.  Polteed  took 

""  Wh?"^''  Jr  --  not'en'^otajng."''""""" 
abru^;    "    *'"    "^^    person? "^sfid    Soan,es 

^^^"^^^^  f.—  -  ^He  fact. 
"^iF£^''^  ^°^^  °"*.^  '«"^^'  and  began  reading- 

eyes,  sn,all  "eetS^  Kk'^^^'.,^^^  <=Wn.  grey 

the'reTn  VardonTc'  S  ^^S^ fr.-  "*=  ^'^ 
S^a^^^^^T^-^Sn 

^;sioverrui^i:rs^S^^r 

Cr3ng''h&'kneesfel^n?/^'"'  H'i^  *°  ^s  seat. 
Mr.  Polteed  *  ^  supercilious  glance  on 

drrjlinithVlSS'-'^wlS  ^"^  ^"°"^^'"  h-  «-id. 

think/uiSayTtSathth'^a"^^^^^^  ' 

our  friend  47  at  this  end  »    wi,*^    '^"j'  ^^^^  "P 
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times  on  less  than  that.    It's  Paris,  you  know     At- 

w/*'*"'-^,I!°'"*°  ".^'"S:  alone.    Why  not  risk  it,  sir? 
Wfe  might  screw  it  up  a  peg." 

Soames  had  sudden  insight.  The  fellow's  pro- 
fessional zeal  was  stirred : '  Greatest  triumph  of  my 
career;  got  a  man  his  divorce  through  a  visit  to  his 
own  wife  s  bedroom  I  Something  to  talk  of  there 
when  I  retire!'  And  for  one  wild  moment  he 
thought :  'Why  not? '  After  all,  hundreds  of  men 
of  medium  heie^ht  had  small  feet  aiid  a  guilty  look' 
short"  "°*  authorised  to  take  any  risk! "  he  said 

Mr.  Polteed  looked  up. 

"Pity,"  he  said,  "quite  a  pity!     That  other 
attair  seemed  very  costive." 

Soames  rose. 

"Never  mind  that.    Please  watch  47,  and  take 

Z  "°D*?.''">1  ^  "^^^'^  ""t.     Good-morning !  " 

Mr  Polteed's  eye  glinted  at  the  words  'mare's 
nest ! 

A^j"^^*^-  ^°"  ^^^^  ^  ''cpt  informed." 
And  Soames  was  alone  again,  "he  spidery, 
dirty,  ridiculous  business  I  Laying  his  arms  oh  the 
table,  he  leaned  his  forehead  on  them.  Full  ten 
minutes  he  rested  thus,  till  a  managing  clerk  roused 
him  with  the  draft  prospectus  of  a  new  issue  of 
shares,  very  desirable,  in  Manifold  and  Topping's. 
That  afternoon  he  left  work  eariy  and  made  his 
T^UL  Restaurant  Bretagne.  Only  Madame 
Ijmotte  was  m.    Would  Monsieur  have  tea  with 

Soames  bowed. 

When  they  were  seated  at  right  angles  to  each 
other  m  the  little  room,  he  said  Abruptly: 
I  want  a  talk  with  you,  Madame.'^ 
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fhPcL^S'*?,"^*  °^  *'^'"  *='^^'"  '^'-"^  eyes  told  him 
that  she  had  long  expected  such  words. 

^nrfir  l°.f  Ky°"  something  first:  That  young 
doctor  — what's  his  name?  Is  there  anythi^  be- 
tween him  and  Annette?  "  «*"7i"ing  oe 

Her  whole  personality  had  become,  as  it  were 
hke  jet  -  clear-cut.  black,  hard,  shining.  ' 

rf<,rf^«r"^"V7°""^'"  ^^^  ^^'^-  "  ^°  •«  monsieur  le 
docteur.  Between  young  people  things  move 
quickly;  but  Annette  is  I  g'cKxi  daughTr.  Ahl 
what  a  jewel  of  a  nature!"  •     -rin. 

-Fm  It^^*  ''i*'f  ^"""^  *^'^ted  Soames'  lips. 
^^  Nc^hing  definite,  then  ? " 

But  definite  —  no,  indeed !  The  young  man  is 
veree  nice,  but -what  would  you?  There^rno 
money  at  present."  ^nere  is  no 

did^JhVs?,^  her  willow-patterned  tea-cup;  Soames 
aia  ine  same.    Their  eyes  met. 

I  am  a  married  man,"  he  said,  "livine  anart 

th^  It  V""^  '"^"'."  ^^  ^^'^^'  f""y  conscious  that 
the  remark  was  not  in  good  taste.     "  It  is  useless  to 

MTdTme'r'^'"*'  ^"*  '  ^•^["'^  y°"  understand." 
aboJe  thTm  ,^r"/°.  u?""  '^^"^  '^  whites  showed 

"  ^A       '  ^*  ^""  ^^'"y  straight 

she  laid  ''~A^''l*"'"f-T''^  ^^  '^'"^•f'"  was  all 
fused  ind  ..i^°*^?', '•"''=  ""P?"     Soames   re- 

Hp'lf,,?'    AT^  ^'L'f^^^'  ^^'•^•^  westward. 
AnnL/    ^*  i'l'  "'^.^^  '"'"^;  she  would  not  let 
Annette  commit  herself  with  that  cheerful  young 
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ass  until  —  !  But  what  chance  of  his  ever  being 
able  to  say:  '  I'm  free.'  What  chance?  The  fu- 
ture had  lost  dl  semblance  of  reality.  He  felt  like 
a  fly,  entangled  in  cobweb  filaments,  watching  the 
desirable  freedom  of  the  air  with  pitiful  eyes. 

He  was  short  of  exercise,  and  wandered  on  to 
Kensington  Gardens,  and  down  Queen's  Gate  to- 
wards Chelsea.  Perhaps  she  had  gone  back  to  her 
fiat.  That  at  all  events  he  could  find  out.  For 
since  that  last  and  most  ignominious  repulse  his 
wounded  self-respect  had  taken  refuge  again  in  the 
feeling  that  she  must  have  a  lover.  He  arrived 
before  the  little  Mansions  at  the  dinner-hour.  No 
need  to  enquire  t  A  grey-haired  lady  was  watering 
the  flower-boxes  in  her  window.  It  was  evidently 
let.  And  he  walked  slowly  past  again,  along  the 
river  —  an  evening  of  clear,  quiet  beauty,  all  har- 
mony and  comfort,  except  within  his  heart. 
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On  the  afternoon  that  Soames  crossed  to  France  a 
cablegram  was  received  by  Jolyon  at  Robin  Hill : 

"Your  son  down  with  enteric  no  immediate  dan- 
ger will  cable  again." 

It  reached  a  household  already  agitated  by  the 
imminent  departure  of  June,  whose  berth  was 
booked  for  the  following  day.  She  was,  indeed,  in 
the  act  of  confiding  Eric  Cobbley  and  his  family 
to  her  father's  care  when  the  message  arrived. 

The  resolution  to  become  a  R^  Cross  nurse, 
taken  under  stimulus  of  Jolly's  enlistment,  had  been 
loyally  fulfilled  with  the  irritation  and  regret  which 
all  Forsytes  feel  at  what  curtails  their  individual 
liberties.  Enthusiastic  at  first  about  the  '  wonder- 
fulness  '  of  the  work,  she  had  begun  after  a  month 
to  feel  that  she  could  train  herself  so  much  better 
than  others  could  train  her.  And  if  Holly  had  not 
insisted  on  following  her  example,  and  being  trained 
too,  she  must  inevitably  have  'cried  off.'  The  de- 
parture of  Jolly  and  Val  with  their  troop  in  April 
had  further  stiffened  her  failing  resolve.  But  now, 
on  the  point  of  departure,  the  thought  of  leaving 
Eric  Cobbley,  with  a  wi^'-  and  two  children,  adrift 
in  the  cold  waters  of  an  unappreciative  world 
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weighed  on  her  so  that  she  was  still  in  danger  of 
backing  out     The  reading  of  that  cablegram,  with 
Its  disquieting  reality,  clinched  the  matter.    She 
saw  herself  already  nursing  Jolly  — for  of  course 
they  would  let  her  nurse  her  own  brother!   Jolyon 
—  ever  wide  and  doubtful— had  no  such  hope 
Poor  June!  Could  any  Forsyte  of  her  generation 
grasp  how  rude  and  brutal  life  was?    Ever  since 
he  knew  of  his  boy's  arrival  at  Cape  Town  the 
thought  of  him  had  been  a  kind  of  recurrent  sick- 
ness in  Jolyon.     He  could  not  get  reconciled  to  the 
feeling  that  Jolly  was  in  danger  all  the  time.     The 
jablegram,  grave  though  it  was,  was  almost  a  re- 
lief.    He  was  now  safe  from  bullets,  anyway.    And 
yet  — this  enteric  was  a  virulent  disease!     The 
Ttmes  was  full  of  deaths  therefrom.    Why  could 
he  not  be  lying  out  there  in  that  up-country  hospital, 
and  his  boy  safe  at  home?    The  un-Forsytean  self- 
sacrifice  of  his  three  children,  indeed,  had  quite  be- 
wildered Jolyon.     He  would  eagerly  change  places 
with  Jolly,  because  he  loved  his  boy;  but  no  such 
personal  motive  was  influencing  them.    He  could 
only  think  that  it  marked  the  decline  of  the  Forsyte 
type. 

Late  that  afternoon  Holly  came  out  to  him  under 
the  old  oak-tree.  She  had  grown  up  very  much 
during  these  last  months  of  hospital  training  away 
from  home.  And,  seeing  her  approach,  he  thought : 
She  has  more  sense  than  June,  child  though  she  is; 
more  wisdom.  ITiank  God  she  isn't  going  out.' 
She  had  seated  herself  in  the  swing,  very  silent  and 
still.  '  She  feels  this,'  thought  Jolyon, '  as  much  as 
I.  And,  seeing  her  eyes  fixed  on  him,  he  said: 
Don|t  take  it  to  heart  too  much,  my  child.  If  he 
weren't  ill,  he  migwt  be  in  much  greater  danger." 
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Holly  got  out  of  the  swing. 

"  I  want  to  tell  you  something,  Dad.  It  was 
through  me  that  Jolly  enlisted  and  went  out." 

]* How's  that?" 

"  When  you  were  away  in  Paris,  Val  Dartie  and 
I  fell  in  love.  We  used  to  ride  in  Richmond  Park; 
we  got  engaged.  Jolly  found  it  out,  and  thought 
he  ought  to  stop  it;  so  he  dared  Val  to  enlist.  It 
was  all  my  fault.  Dad;  and  I  want  to  go  out  too. 
Because  if  anything  happens  to  either  of  them  I 
should  feel  awful.  Besides,  I'm  just  as  much 
trained  as  June." 

Jolyon  gazed  at  her  in  a  stupefaction  that  was 
tinged  with  irony.  So  this  was  the  answer  to  the 
riddle  he  had  been  asking  himself,  and  his  three 
children  were  Forsytes  after  all.  Surely  Holly 
might  have  told  him  all  this  before!  But  he 
smothered  the  sarcastic  sayings  on  his  lips.  Ten- 
derness to  the  young  was  perhaps  the  most  sacred 
article  of  his  belief.  He  had  got,  no  doubt,  what 
he  deserved.  Engaged!  So  this  was  why  he  had 
so  lost  touch  with  her !  And  to  young  Val  Dartie 
—  nephew  of  Soames  —  in  the  other  camp!  It 
was  all  terribly  distasteful.  He  closed  his  easel, 
and  set  his  drawing  against  the  tree. 

"Have  you  told  June?" 
Yes;  she  says  she'll  get  me  into  her  cabin  some- 

;  V  ^  ^  ®'"^'^  "''''";  ''"t  o"c  of  "s  could  sleep 
on  the  floor.  If  you  consent,  she'll  go  up  now  and 
get  permission." 

"Consent  ? "  thought  Jolyon.  '  Rather  late  in  the 
day  to  ask  for  that ! '  But  again  he  checked  him- 
self. 

"You're  too  young,  my  dear;  they  won't  let 
you." 
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Jolyon  smiled  because  he  could  have  cried. 
I  never  stop  anyone  from  doing  anything,"  he 

Holly  flung  her  arms  round  his  neck. 

,  ^h !  Dad,  you  are  the  best  in  the  world. 
That  means  the  worst,'  thought  Jolyon.     If  he 
had  ever  doubted  his  creed  of  tolerance  he  did  so 
then. 

".'1h'?1»"°u^"'*'"1!?,'^'**'  ^*''«  f^"y'"  he  said, 
and  I  don  t  know  Val,  but  Jolly  didn't  like  him." 
Holly  looked  at  the  distance,  and  said  • 

I  love  him." 
"  That  settles  it,''  said  Jolyon  dryly,  then  catching 
the  expression  on  her  face,  he  kissed  her,  with  the 
thought :    Is  anything  more  pathetic  than  the  faith 
of  the  young?'    Unless  he  actually  forbade  her 
going  It  was  obvious  that  he  must  make  the  best  of 
It,  so  he  went  up  to  town  with  June.    Whether  due 
to  her  persistence,  or  the  fact  that  the  official  thev 
saw  was  an  old  school  friend  of  Jolyon's,  they  ob- 
tained permission  for  Holly  to  share  i-  single  cabin 
He  took  them  to  Surbiton  station  the  following 
evening,  and  they  duly  slid  away  from  him,  pro- 
vided with  money,  invalid  foods,  and  those  letters 
of  credit  without  which  Forsytes  do  not  travel 

He  drove  back  to  Robin  Hill  under  a  brilliant  sky 
to  his  late  dinner,  served  with  an  added  care  bv 
servants  trying  to  show  him  that  they  sympathised, 
eaten  with  an  added  scrupulousness  to  show  them 
~oi  •'t- appreciated  that  sympathy.  But  it  was  a 
real  relief  to  gtt  to  his  cigar  on  the  terrace  of  flag- 
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Stones  — cunningly  chosen  by  young  Bosinney  for 
hS^jS  ^?T-*|.^1>  "'ght  clofing  in  aroimd 
him,  so  beautiful  a  night,  hardly  whisj^ring  in  ihe 
trees,  and  smelling  so  sweet  that  it  made  him  aAe 
tw/S^'*  r^  drenched  with  dew,  and  he  kept  to 
those  flag-sto.ies,  up  and  down,  till  presently  it  be 
«3"  t?  seem  to  him  that  he  was  one  of  three  not 

that  his  father  was  always  nearest  to  the  house,  and 

Sin  ,?  ^'*^?^lS'=^'"n.to  the  terrace  edge.     Each 

hk  hTnH'J^'l5^*'^  ^''^'"  ^}^  ^™;  ^^  darld  not  lift 
his  hand  to  his  cigar  lest  he  should  disturb  them. 

Hrnn^^L  f^'^u^'^f;^'  ^^ripping  ash  on  him,  till  it 
dropped  from  his  lips  at  last,  which  were  ^tting 

Th;«.  T^f^  ^'^-  ^'^  *?^."'  ^"'^  *»»  ^™s  felt  chilly^ 
Three  Jolyons  m  one  Jolyon  they  had  walked ! 
He  stood  still  counting  the  sounds  —  a  carriaee 

l^age  s  farm,  the  whispering  trees,  the  groom  play- 
ing on  his  penny  whistle.  A  multitude  of  stars  up 
there  —  bright  and  silent,  so  far  off!  No  moon  as 
yet !   Just  enough  light  to  show  him  the  dark  flags 

^^^^l^ufJ  ^K'"n  ^°^"l  ^'°nff  the  terrace 
edge  — his  favourite  floorer  that  had  the  night's 
own  colour  on  its  curving  crumpled  petals.  He 
turned  round  to  the  house.  Big,  unlimited  not  a 
soul  beside  himself  to  live  in  all  that  part  of  it 
Stark  loneliness!  He  could  not  go  on  living  here 
alone     And  yet,  so  long  as  there  was  beauty,  why 

S^'i^H-  r"ij;"'  '°"^'y-  The  answer -as  to 
some  idiots  riddle— was:  Because  he  did.    The 

*r!t  u  ^^^  ^:?"*y'  the  greater  the  loneliness,  for 
at  the  back  of  beaut}'  was  harmony,  and  at  the  back 
wtfTk"^  was  — union.  Beauty  could  not  com- 
fort if  the  soul  were  out  of  it.    The  night,  madden- 
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fci,!'!?^  ^"i"*  "°*  ^J°y'  ^''"e  she  who  was  to 
him  the  hfe  of  beauty,  its  embodiment  and  essence 
was  cut  off  from  him,  utterly  cut  off  now,  he?elt' 
by  honourable  decency.  ' 

aft?r%'h^?  «  ^\^^^  of  sleeping,  striving  too  hard 
fn  rLl.  K   !I^^*V°".  ^^'"^^  Forsytes  find  difficult 
LLki   '  ffl"*  *°t.*-^"J  °^"  ^ay  and  left  so  com- 
fortably off  by  their  fathers.    But  after  dawn  he 
<Iozed  off,  and  soon  was  dreaming  a  strange  dream. 
taiS  -  hi^h  l!^T  "^'^^  ''"'"^"sely  high  rich  cur- 
!w  ~  1  ^?  ^®  i*'^  ^^'■y  stars  — stretching  in  a 
semi-circle  from  footlights  to  footlights.    hI  Wm- 
Itj^^  very  small,  a  little  black  restless  fiX 
roammg  up  and  down;  and  the  odd  thing  was  that 
trvll  r*  «'t°gether  himself,  but  Soamf sTs  wefl 
so  that  he  was  not  only  experiencing  but  watchW 
This  figure  of  himself  and  Soames^was  TS  fo 
Sh  aZI^  «"t  through  the  curtams,  whichThSi^ 
and  dark,  kept  him  in.     Several  times  he  had 
crossed  m  front  of  them  before  he  saw  with  delight 

cnSr^'i^^-^r  "^*-^  *a"  <^Wnk  of  beauty  fhe 
colour  of  iris  flowers,  like  a  glimpse  of  Paradise 

Sinto  k "^e't  ^i?r ^  V'-^^y  forwa^  to 
h^  p.-l!'  ^  °i""**  ^''^  <="'"ta'"s  closing  before 
him.  Bitterly  disappointed  he  — or  wm  it 
Soames? -moved  on,  and  there  was  thrchink 
again  through  the  parted  curtains,  whch  aSn 

f^  ri  "^\*''i  ^^  ^"'^e  ^'th  the  word  "  Irene  "on 
his  lips.  The  dream  disturbed  him  badly,  esMcianv 
that  1  entification  of  himself  with  Soames  ^^ 
« J!!f  "ornmg,  finding  it  impossible  to  work  he 
spent  hours  ndmg  Jolly's  horse  b  search  ofTti^l 
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And  on  the  second  day  he  made  up  his  mind  to  move 
to  London  and  see  if  he  could  not  get  permission  to 
foUow  his  daughters  to  South  Africa.    He  had  just 

c^eS  Sis'Sti  f    °"°"'"^  "°"^'"^  "'^"  ^^  ''- 

"Green  Hotel, 

"  Richmond. 

«w  -  "June  13. 

My  dear  Jolyon, 

"  You  will  be  surprised  to  see  how  near  I  am 
to  you.  Pans  became  impossible  — and  I  have 
come  here  to  be  within  reach  of  your  advice  I 
would  so  love  to  see  you  again.  Since  you  left 
Paris  I  don  t  think  I  have  met  anyone  I  could  really 
talk  to.  Is  all  well  with  you  and  with  your  boy? 
No  one  knows,  I  think,  that  I  am  here  at  present. 
"  Always  your  friend, 

"  Irene." 

flJhH*  v^^^  three  miles  of  him! -and  again  in 

iln!     Ti?*'  ***^  ^'^  ^  ''^^  <!"««••  smiiron  his 
Jips.    This  was  more  than  he  had  bargained  for  J 
About  noon  he  set  out  on  foot  across  Richmond 

p!!^ti  n  ^\*'^  "^^"^  *'.°"^'  ^«  *^0"&ht  = '  Richmond 
^arkl  By  Jove,  It  suits  us  Forsytes!'  Not  that 
Forsytes  lived  there  —  nobody  lived  there  save  roy- 
a  ty,  rangers,  and  the  deer  —  but  in  Richmond  Park 
Nature  was  allowed  to  go  so  far  and  no  further, 
putting  up  a  brave  show  of  being  natural,  seeming 
to  say:  Look  at  my  instincts— they  are  almost 
passions  very  nearly  out  of  hand,  but  not  quite,  of 
course;  the  very  hub  of  possession  is  to  posses  one- 

^rT'fhJt-  ?."!?™°"^  r^'"''  possessed  itself,  even 
on  that  bright  day  of  June,  with  arrowy  cuckoos 
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sW.ting  the  tree-points  of  their  calls,  and  the  wood 
doves  announcing  high  summer.  ^ 

o'Jodc  S^"  ?°*f '  ^hich  Jolyon  entered  at  one 
hcStdrv  !^r  '^'■'y  °5P^'"«  *•»*  "'ore  famous 
nostelry,  the  Crown  and  Sceptre:  it  was  morfpst 
highly  respectable,  never  out  of  cold  beef  ^sc-' 
berry  tart,  and  a  dowager  or  two,  so  that  f^fS 'e 
and^pair  was  almost  always  standing  before  tie 

ir.lhiA\»°°^.^'^^^  '"  *='''"t2  so  slippery  as  to 

ffi  Srn^    /""TJ  '^°''^'  P^*y'"e  'Hansel  and 

«^f  *  S?*  °  •  ^"  °'^  ^<=o''«-  Above  her  on  a  wall 
not  yet  Morns-papered,  was  a  print  of  the  oSn 

slai^  E.^K^'i''^'^.'"^^""^'  Scotch  SpS 
was  a  S'^H '  ''^  i"  S  ?°t  °"  the  windo^-sill 
was  a  white  and  rosy  fuchsia.  The  Victorianism 
of  the  room  abnost  talked;  and  in  her  clinSnS  frik 

thT,h.T"Jl*°  J°'y°"  '*«  Venus  emerg^l  fr^rn 
the  shell  of  the  past  centurr.  ^ 

show  Vou  fOT'*"'  ''^^  ty*^'''>  ^^»d'  "  h«=  ^ould 
snow  you  the  door;  you  have  broken  through  his 
decorations."    Thus  lightly  he  smothered  up  an 
emotional    moment.      Having   eaten    cdd    beef 
pidded  walnut,  gooseberry-tart,  and  drunk  stone 
&.T^'''^'''  they  walked  into  the  Park  and 

last.^°"  ^''^'^  ^°^^  ""^  ^hout  Paris,"  he  said  at 
"  No.    I've  been  shadowed  for  a  Ion?  time-  one 

&T'ii°*''^i;    But  then  Soames  came     B^tfe 
Me  Niobe-the  same  story;  would  I  go  back  to 

"  incredible!" 
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She  had  spoken  without  raising  her  eyes,  but  she 
boked  up  now     Those  dark  eyes  dingng  to  his 
said  as  no  words  could  have:  'I  have  fome  to  an 
end;  if  you  want  me,  here  I  am.' 
For  sheer  emotional  intensity  had  he  ever  — ol 
Th^'^'TPf?''^  *^^°"8^''  s"*  a  moment? 
hiJn    Tu       •■  •i'"''"^'  '  ^*^°''*  y°" ' '  aln'ost  escaped 
mm.    Then,  with  a  clearness  of  which  he  would  irot 

lying  with  a  white  face  turned  to  a  white  wall. 
My  boy  IS  very  ill  out  there."      said  quietly 
Irene  slipped  her  arm  through  his 
Let  s  walk  on,  I  understand." 

unA.r«?^?"A*^P\"^*'°"  *°  attempt!    She  had 
understood!     And  they   walked   on   among  the 

hokf  f„d'Sr'''f'j  ''^''^^y'.  '^*^«"  the  rfbbi? 
noles  and  the  oak-trees,  talking  of  Tolly.     He  left 

her  two  hours  later  at  the  Richmond^kill  Gate 
and  turned  towards  home.  ' 

thoShf  '"or  °^  "1^  X^""8^  f""-  her,  then,'  he 
eage  of  that  from  such  a  woman ! 
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fc  ^^  ^''•"l  to  death  of  dreams.  They  had  left 
hm  now  too  wan  and  weak  to  dream  S  eft 
him  to  he  torpid,  faintly  rememberinf  far  off 
thmgs;  just  able  to  turn  his  eves  Ind^^^J  u 
S„« -j"dow  near  his  cot  atSriSff  wTuf 
nmg  by  m  the  sands,  at  the  straggling  Sbush 
of  the  Karoo  beyond.     He  knew  what  thirlron 

iTlfe  ."°^kkT"  'i^'  ^^^  "°t  '^^  TBoeJ  roll  over 
hke  a  rabbit,  or  heard  the  whiffle  of  flj^nr  buHrts 
This  pestilence  had  sneaked  on  him  before  he  had 
smelled  powder.    A  thirsty  day  and  Trash  drink 

wKJZ'  ?  '"'"*^^  fruit^wL  knew?  Not t' 
who  had  not  even  strength  left  to  grudee  the  ev 'l 
thing  ,rs  victory- just  enough  to  know^hat  the  ' 

Zhh  r^'^'-Jr'^^  ^'^'  ^'^h  ^^'  that  he  was  sore 
Thlti'^T^  dreaming;  just  enough  to  wS  ?hlt 

ttL^af-awirt^h^'g?^  ^'''  *°  rfmembertiS; 

sJ^,  Se^rldrJ,?Sol^*o^tt^tn^ 

feel  his  old  watch,  so  butter-sm^Mo  hear  th^re 

l^fne  tad    ''."°"''  "^""^  ^-  fHen5?y  ho'me 

he  old  w,t\  "°*  ?'?  '*''""^^  to  remember  that 

the  old  watch  was  last  wound  the  day  he  began  to 
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same   thine  ^nd   f fP.f     i  ^'^"*  *""  "<=*"*  all  the 

things  heTsecf  to  dtVJSVaST-  /'°^*^ 
more  distinct  —  wallcitKTnFJi  it  r"°  ^^'"t'  were 
steps  at  HarL"fe?Si/e  VrrH^  *'^°H 

mushroom  hou«!    nSn  Hmf    p"  of  earth-the 
Balthasar  in  the  leJ^e'sT   Daj,  ^Si^.^^  °'^ 

too.     Want  ^Sg/^l^r^wLrrP,".^'"^ 
S strlS'  ^^^    '  wa^t°-o^noTe?r  ^his^ 

Two  and  Bow!'    He  was  Two f'  '  '      J?^^  .*'«'•• 
ness  came  once  more  wifi,  o  l^     '  J  ;    ^onscious- 

outside.  and  a  ri^nJucS  red"-/  '^  ^'°''*  ''"^''^ 

eyes  rested  on  it  fa! cin^H   fn  .u  ^f "*  ""P"-    ^is 

brain-nothingriess?  wenfl\  •  ^''^  'o"^:  ™nutes  of 

"He's  goiS  d(Storr  ^^''"8^"P\"dup.  •  •  • 

Never?  ^Min^d  y^^r  form  V^^'S  *"??*'  ^^^•'^? 
&.  quietly -overX  r  ver  l-l£  ^°"  ^  7' 
If  somebody  would -strike- Ws- watch!   ^'^- 
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A  SEALED  letter  in  the  handwriting  of  Mr.  Polteed 
remained  unopened  in  Soames'  pocket  throughout 
two  hours  of  sustained  attention  to  the  affairs  of  the 

New  CbUiery  Company,'  which,  declining  almost 
from  the  moment  of  old  Jolyon's  retirement  from 
the  Chairmanship,  had  lately  run  down  so  fast  that 
tiiere  was  now  nothing  for  it  but  a  '  winding-up ' 
He  took  the  letter  out  to  lunch  at  his  City  Qub, 
sacred  to  hiia  for  the  meals  he  had  eaten  there  with 
his  father  in  the  early  seventies,  when  James  used 
to  like  him  to  come  and  see  for  himself  the  nature 
of  his  future  life. 

Here  in  a  remote  corner  before  a  plate  of  roast 
mutton  and  mashed  potato,  he  read: 

"  Dear  Sir, 
"In  accordance  with  your  suggestion  we  have 
duly  taken  the  matter  up  at  the  other  end  with  grati-  ' 
fying  results.  Observation  of  47  has  enabled  us  to 
locate  17  at  the  Green  Hotel,  Richmond.  The  two 
have  been  observed  to  meet  daily  during  the  past 
week  in  Richmond  Park.  Nothing  absolutely  cru- 
cial has  so  far  been  notified  But  in  conjunction 
with  what  we  had  from  Paris  at  the  beginning  of 
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moff«       A  ^^'^l''  of  course,  continue  to  watch  the 
matter  untU  we  hear  from  you. 

"  Very  faithfully  yours, 

"  Claud  Polteed." 

waftTr™^^  ^^^  '*  through  twice  and  beckoned  to  the 
''  Take  this  away;  it's  cold." 

"  XT**'' J^  ^"^^  ^°"  ^"""^  ™°''^'  s"''?  " 
No.    Get  me  some  coflFee  in  the  other  room." 

And,  paying  for  what  he  had  not  eaten,  he  went 
out,  passmg  two  acquaintances  without  sign  of  rec- 
ognition. 6  .Ui  icv 

'  Satisfy  the  Court ! '  he  thought,  sitting  at  a  little 

J^^J^^  h'^°"/  .  ^^  PO"'"^^  0"t  his  coffee, 
sweetened  and  drank  it.  He  would  disgrace  him  in 
the  eyes  of  his  own  children !  And  rising,  with  That 
resolution  hot  within  him.  he  found  for  th^  first  time 
the  inconvenience  of  being  his  own  solicitor.  He 
c^ld  not  treat  this  scandalous  matter  in  his  own 
office  He  must  commit  the  soul  of  his  private  die- 
fJZul  ^stranger,  some  other  professional  dealer  in 
family  dishonour.    Wlio  was  there  he  could  go  to^ 

NlS"f  A""*  ^'''''■.'"  ^"'^'^  ^°^'  perhaps -rel 
lnr«  p  *o?J?"'P"^°'«'  °"'y  "odding  acquaint- 
ances. But  before  he  saw  them  he  must  see  Pol- 
teed again  But  at  this  thought  Soames  had  a  mo- 
K  rJ^I"  '^'^h^^^  To  part  with  his  secret? 
tP^l  onV  *"  ^""-^Is?  How  subject  himself  to  con- 
tempt and  secret  laughter?    Yet,  after  all,  the  fel- 

IZf^^"^  ""^^f^r  *'.\y?''  *"=  ^'^-  And.  feeling 
the  W  "e  d"'  '*  "°'^'  ^^  ^°°^  *  *^*'  '"*° 
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mnit?   B«  mere  professional  knowledee  I  .ssir! 
you  —  pray  forrive  1 1'    He inadu i  lu«i; >.. ?<    • 
J.o™n,e„t  wl,hL  hand,  il  wto*  iKJ^'sS 
thin™  - sudj  thinss  will  happen  to  us!  •   ' ' 

rtvimTsi'^.?'--^ "-  "«^"!^ 

a.,^»^°f??,St^^ll"--"<'-^l. 

ener^"'"  ZfT'""'''"  ^''^'^^  ^^^^^s  with  sudden 
energy      that  there  is  enough?" 

shoulders!"*''"*  '"°^'='"'="*  «:""-'-«I  to  Mr.  Polteed's 
"  You  can  risk  it,"  he  murmured ;  "  with  what  we 

have,  and  human  nature,  you  can  riskTt  "  ^ 

Soames  rose.    "  You  will  ask  for  Mr.  Linkman. 
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S  .  '  ??  *  ^*=*  "P-"  He  could  not  bear  Mr  Pol- 
Tni  °  ^H-^^'x"?"^'  '^tween  him  and  the  door 

Th  s  h^H'i!?''*.^^  ^'°^^"ly  ^«  ^'P«d  his  SrehSd 
1  his  had  been  the  worst  of  it  —  he  could  <!tanH7t!t 
strangers  better.  And  he  went  SckTnfo  tt"  g5v 
to  do  what  still  lay  before  him  *^ 

That  evening  in  Park  Lane,  watching  his  father 
dine,  he  was  overwh  Imed  by  his  old  Knglor  a 

yearTtVKr'''^  iK'^'  ''  ^^  went'Rn  the 
had  &en  wnn^^«  1 1"  t'  ^^^  ^'  J^™^^  O"  ^  time 
t,-n^  I  *°°V°  ^^''^^  '""''■  a  son  of  his  own  beeet- 
tmg,  who  could  understand  him  because  he  wasS 
saine  flesh  and  blood  -  understand,  and  Sor? 
him,  and  become  more  rich  and  cultured  thShi? 

^J  '^"'fu*'"  T"'^  «*"*  *=^^°  better  off  To  Z 
^ilr  ^^*^  ^''^^  thin,  grey,  wiry-frail  figure  sittS 
.n»r~*J'^-'^"'*^  *'°"«  with  possessions  heapinf 
cL  Tu  ^""■'  ^i'  ^^''^  "o  '■"te'^est  in  anAhing^b? 
h?^  JV**''^  "°  ^"'"'■^  ^"d  ™"«t  pass  away  fro^ 
him  to  hands  and  mouths  and  eyes  for  whom  h^ 

Sh17^°V  ^°-'  He  would  force  it  through  now 
and  be  free  to  marry,  and  have  a  son  to  care  for  him 
*^/°re  he  grew  to  be  like  the  old  old  man  his  fathel^ 

%f  ttir"!^^l"^  "°^  ^^'  sweetbread?;ow  his  son 
In  that  mood  he  went  up  to  bed.  But,  'ying  warm 
between  hose  fine  linen  sheets  of  Emily's  pSin? 
he  was  visited  by  memories  and  torture  vSs  of 
j^rene,  a  most  the  solid  feeling  of  her  bodv  besef 
hm.  Why  had  he  ever  been  flol  enough  See  he 
agam,  and  let  his  flood  back  on  him  sf  that  ft  wal 
pam^o  think  of  her  with  that  fellow  -  thafst'ealing 
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II  ;  51^*^^  "^l^.  1*^'^°™  ^''sent  from  Jolyon's  mind  in 

three  weeks  at  least.  In  these  days  he  f elVhow  in 
sufficient  were  his  memories  of  Jolly  and  wE  an 
amateur  of  a  father  he  had  been.  There  w^s  not  » 
single  memory  in  which  anger  playSaS"  not 
one  reconciliation  because  there  had  nevi?^n  a 
rupture;  nor  one  heart-to-heart  confidence  ncrt^ven 

Si  ?  •■    ^*  5?*^  ^*="  *°o  afraid  of  committing 

JrtTor  /n/7  -''"^  °."'  *°'-  ^^a--  «f  losing  hS 

erty.  or  interfering  with  that  of  his  boy. 
.mniZ^IL  riu^  P'"*'**="'=«  ''^d  he  relief,  highly 

dSd  if  wL*''lir''-^.°^'"^  perception  of  how 
divided  he  was  between  her  and  his  son.    With 

SlTr'e^o"f^  t-f  ^1T5«  °f  continuity  and 
social  creed  of  which  he  had  drunk  deeolv  in  his 

va2h;"li'^y  ^^^^^^^  »"■«  '-y'^  pubSKand 
It    YJ/T^^^  ***  sense  of  not  goine  back 

With  W  *"  ^^  i°"  '""^''^^  °f  Sch^ot'u* 
With  Irene  was  bound  up  all  his  delight  in  beauty 
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and  in  Nature.  And  he  seemed  to  know  less  and 
less  which  was  the  stronger  within  him.  From  such 
sentimental  paralysis  he  was  rudely  awakened  C 

R^^LT^^K*"""""""'  J"**  ^^  ^^  was  starting  off  to 

R  chmond  by  a  young  man  with  a  bicycle  and  a  face 

oddly  familiar,  who  came  forward  fkintly  smiling 

Mr.  Jolyon  Forsyte?   Thank  you!"   PlaciS 

and  rode  away.    Bewildered,  Jolyon  opened  it.^ 
Adi    ralty  Vfobate  and  Divorce,  Forsyte  v 

Jl'?^'  '*"^^?"^^L"  .^  ^*="^^t'°"  «f  shame  and 
disgust  was  followed  by  the  instant  reaction : '  Why  I 

^h'^  R  .^  T^  **""?  you  want,  and  you  don't  like 
It!      But  she  must  have  had  one  too;  and  he  must 

fw^'rf  °"''-  ^'  ^""".".^^  '^^""Ss  o^er  as  he  wen 
along.  It  was  an  ironical  business.  For,  whatever 
the  Scriptures  said  about  the  heart,  it  i^k  more 
than  mere  longings  to  satisfy  the  law.  Thev  could 
^rfectly  well  defend  this  suit,  or  at  leasf %  S 
vnn  t7  *°;  T.^"  ^^^  '5»ea  of  doing  so  revolted  JaU 
171,}  T}'%  '°^''' '"  '^^^  ^^  *a«  '"  desire,  and 
face  had  told  him  so.    Not  that  he  exaggerated  her 

wV"^  ^^u''""-  ^^^  '^^^  ^^'^  her  grind  passion' 
and  he  could  not  expect  another  from  her  at  his  age 
But  she  had  trust  in  him,  affection  for  him;  and 
mus   f eel  that  he  would  be  a  refuge.    Surdy  she 

^H  "f^  If "^  ^V^  ^f f ^"^  t^«  «"«'  knowing^hat 
he  adored  her!  Thank  Heaven  she  had  not  that 
maddening  British  conscientiousness  which  refused 
happiness  for  the  sake  of  refusing!  She  must  re- 
joice at  this  chance  of  being  free  -  after  sSeen 

m  the  fire !  To  defend  the  suit  would  not  take  away 
the  slur.    Jolyon  had  all  the  proper  feeling  of  a 
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not  even  a  word  of  w\.h  *"'**' *\at  no  gesture, 

the  newspawrs     A  th^nc  ^  ?  ''°''*'*y'  ^"<1  sold 
wha^J^aL^^ndte^^^^^^  accept 

this  state  of  thinS  much  S''^'°"i'*'^^^«^t°«» 
neck  will  be  out"f/ ehanJe^Tlast  p"^^^'  ¥ 
TT.'e'fw  LTL'"''^  conscSuf  oft  heJ^"het 
sTJeaL^iS^^Tle^wS;  f'^'^f'  ^^^  '^^ 
star  pattern  in  ihe  duKf  S'r™5  ^'^1^"^  ^ ''"'« 
the  Part    '  Pi,«    I .  L     ,  *  *"^  "^oad  as  he  entered 

he's  ni  come  t'^'tV''""^!'^  '*^""d«'-'    "C 
there*'    But^ftV.f         ™'  ^''^''^^  ^  ducking  uo 

.•nrtowafds  the  Gatr-'^' w""*'  ^'  '^^  ^'''''  ^°^- 
Robin  Hil?he  thoSjht    ^'  ""'*  '^"^*=  *«*  to 
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when  a^note  wasbC^htTn  ?o1.'S"^  "  "'P  °^  ^'^ 
"Dear  Sir, 

mfo^ToStaTwf  ir^  instructions,  we  beg  to 
dent  and  cirXKinTlf"^  served  the  reS)n- 
-ond.  and  RSffiKpi^^i^^;;.  *°^^^'  ''  ^^^- 
^_"  Faithfully  yours, 

^INKMAN  AND  LaVER." 

EvS'siS lelXivfn^'tr  ^-^^^  ^*  ^''^t  -*- 
been  tempted  to  annWeL  '1'"'*™"''°"'  ^^  ^^^ 
such  a  general  See  ITh.    "^^i'  '°  scandalous. 

hehadheardof  it  hldnev-.  ^^^^"''^^  *°°'  "^^^^ 
sive;  somehow  he  mZZi  '^"^  *° '''"'  ^onclu- 

twohadgSlfcn^Sr  bSv,"^''''  ^''^^  *''°^'^ 
drive  them  to  it.-aX'  uff"*  S  .'  °^  ''T'^l  ^""'^ 
That  fellow  to  have  her  Ini     %.^''T  ^^^  ^^oaght. 

now  they've  had  ?hS  tK    fe '1  ^j"  '^  *?«  '^^e. 
go  down!'        """«™ng.    i  11  go  and  see  him ;  I'll 

take  a  lon|  tiSo'^^f  tttlT'-^**'-    ^*  "">''* 

tHought..is:j?2eiS^i;j;^!:;-t:s:^ 
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or  a  pistol  or  something ! '  He  took  instead  a  bundle 
of  papers  m  the  case  of  '  Magentie  versus  Wake ' 
intending  to  read  them  on  the  way  down.  He  did 
not  even  open  them,  but  sat  quite  still,  jolted  and 
jarred,  unconscious  of  the  draught  down  the  back 
of  his  neck,  or  the  smell  of  petrol.  He  must  be 
guided  by  the  fellow's  attitude;  the  great  thine  was 
to  keep  his  head! 

London  had  already  begun  to  disgorge  its  work- 
ers as  he  neared  Putney  Bridge;  the  ant-heap  was 
on  the  move  outwards.  What  a  lot  of  ants,  all  with 
a  living  to  get,  holding  on  by  their  eyelids  in  the 
^eat  scramble!  Perhaps  for  the  first  time  in  his 
life  Soames  thought:  '/  could  let  go  if  I  liked i 
Nothing  could  touch  me;  I  could  snap  my  fingers' 
live  as  I  wished  — en  joy  myself!'  No!  One  could 
not  live  as  he  had  and  just  drop  it  all  —  settle  down 
m  Lapua,  to  spend  the  money  and  reputation  he  had 
made.  A  mans  life  was  what  he  possessed  and 
sought  to  possess.  Only  fools  thought  otherwise 
—  fools,  and  socialists,  and  libertines! 

The  cab  was  passing  villas  now,  going  a  great 
pace.  Fifteen  miles  an  hour,  I  should  think! '  he 
mused ;  this  11  take  people  out  of  town  to  live ! '  and 
he  thought  of  Its  bearing  on  the  portions  of  London 
owned  by  his  father  —  he  himself  had  never  taken 
to  that  form  of  investment,  the  gambler  in  him  hav- 
ing all  the  outlet  needed  in  his  pictures.  And  the 
cab  sped  on,  down  the  hill  past  Wimbledon  Com- 
mon. This  interview!  Surely  a  man  of  fifty-one 
with  grown-up  children,  and  hung  on  the  line 
would  not  be  reckless.  '  He  won't  want  to  disgrace 
the  family'  he  thought;  'he  was  as  fond  of  his 
father  as  I  am  of  mine,  and  they  were  brothers. 
1  hat  woman  brings  destruction  —  what  is  it  in  her? 
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I've  never  known.'  The  cab  branched  oflF,  along 
the  side  of  a  wood,  and  he  heard  a  late  cuckoo  call- 
ing, almost  the  first  he  had  heard  that  year.  He 
was  now  almost  opposite  the  site  he  had  originally 
chosen  for  his  house,  and  which  had  been  so  un- 
ceremoniously rejected  by  Bosinney  in  favour  of 
his  own  choice.  He  began  passing  his  handker- 
chief over  his  face  and  hands,  taking  deep  breaths 
to  give  him  steadiness.  'Keep  one's  head,'  he 
thought,  ' keep  one's  head! ' 

The  cab  turned  in  at  the  drive  which  might  have 
been  his  own,  and  the  sound  of  music  met  him.  He 
had  forgotten  the  fellow's  daughters. 

"  I  may  be  out  again  directly,"  he  said  to  the 
driver,  "  or  I  may  be  kept  some  time; "  and  he  rang 
the  bell. 

Following  the  maid  through  the  curtains  into  the 
mner  hall,  he  felt  relieved  that  the  impact  of  this 
meeting  would  be  broken  by  June  or  Holly,  which- 
ever was  playing  in  there,  so  that  with  complete 
surprise  he  saw  Irene  at  the  piano,  and  Jolyon  sit- 
ting in  an  armchair  listening.  They  both  stood  up. 
Blood  surged  into  Soames'  brain,  and  all  his  reso- 
lution to  be  guided  by  this  or  that  left  him  utterly. 
The  look  of  his  farmer  forbears  —  dogged  For- 
sytes down  by  the  sea,  from  'Superior  Dosset' 
back  —  grinned  out  of  his  face. 

"Very  pretty!  "he  said. 

He  heard  the  fellow  murmur : 

"  This  is  hardly  the  place  —  we'll  go  to  the  study, 
if  you  don't  mind."  And  they  both  passed  him 
through  the  curtain  opening.  In  the  little  room  to 
which  he  followed  them,  Irene  stood  by  the  open 
window,  and  the  '  fellow '  close  to  her  by  a  big 
chair.    Soames  pulled  the  door  to  behind  him  with 
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a  slamj  the  sound  carried  him  back  all  those  years 
to  the  day  when  he  had  shut  out  Jolyon  —  shut  him 
out  for  meddling  with  his  aifairs. 

"Well,"  he  said,  "what  have  you  to  say  for 
yourselves  ?  " 

J^ie  fellow  had  the  effrontery  to  smile. 
What  we  have  received  to-day  has  taken  away 
your  right  to  ask.  I  should  imagine  you  will  be 
g'ad  to  have  your  neck  out  of  chancery." 
*  II  Z  said  Soames;  "  you  think  so!  I  came  to 
tell  you  that  1 11  divorce  her  with  every  circumstance 
Of  disgrace  to  you  both,  unless  you  swear  to  keep 
clear  of  each  other  from  now  on." 

He  was  astonished  at  his  fluency,  because  his 
mind  was  stammering  and  his  hands  twitching. 
Neither  of  them  answered;  but  their  faces  seemed 
to  nim  as  if  contemptuous. 

^ell,"  he  said;  "you  — Irene?" 

Her  hps  moved,  but  Jolyon  laid  his  hand  on  her 
arm. 

"  Let  her  alone! "  said  Soames  furiously.  "Irene 
will  you  swear  it?"  ' 

"  No." 

"Oh land  you?" 

'J  Still  less." 

"  So  then  you  're  guilty,  are  you?  " 
.      "Yes,  guilty."    It  was  Irene  speaking  in  that 
serene  voice,  with  that  unreached  air  which  had 
maddened  him  so  often;  and,  carried  beyond  him- 
self, he  cried: 

"  You  are  a  devil." 

•  •"  ^°„°"i;  ^^^^  t^^'s  house,  or  I'll  do  you  an 
injury  That  fellow  to  talk  of  infuries!  Did  he 
know  how  near  his  throat  was  to  being  scragged? 
A  trustee"  he  said,  "embezzling  trust  prop- 
erty!   A  thief,  stealing  his  cousin's  wife." 
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."  l\"^»¥  y°"  P^y' "  he  .aid. 
1  shall  be  very  happy." 

o„^*Ju^*  L^**^'^'  turning  of  the  meaning  of  his 

'Seta^  ?f'r"  "!  •'/'^  ^''^  ^^  nicknamed  him 

««3»f  ?  '^^^  xY*'':^.'  ''^P*  ^'■0'"  violence  by  some 
tTe  Sse'V?.  ^'°T  P°"'ble  no  words  to  mS 

face-lthf?«r?^-    ?''  eyes  fastened  on  Irene's 
faceZS*,?'^-""*  he  would  ever  see  that  fatal 
?f  ^  ^  '^s*  *""e,  no  doubt ! 
You,"  he  said  suddenly,  "  I  hope  you'll  treat 
him  as  you  treated  me  —  that's  all  " 

n.,.vJ^/?'^  **u''  '^'"*^^'  ^"^  w'th  a  sensation  not 
quite  triumph,  not  quite  relief,  he  wrenched  open 

hkr^^  'i§^?lf  r*  t^™"^^'^  *^«=  hall,  and  got  into 
ci  *  \t  ^^ '?"?''  ^^'"st  the  cushion  with  his  eyes 
shut.  Never  ,n  his  life  had  he  been  so  near  to  mur- 
derous violence,  never  so  thrown  away  the  restraint 
Tndtr^'  h>s  second  nature.  He  had  a  striped 
and  nak«i  feeling,  as  if  all  virtue  had  gone  out  of 
him  —  life  meaningless,  mind  striking  work  Sun- 
light streamed  in  on  him,  but  he  felt  cold.  The  scene 
he  had  passed  through  had  gone  from  him  already! 
7^Ta  ^f, '^^"'•e  him  would  not  materialise,  he 

asff  hfi?H?l*\"°*^'"^=  ^"'^  ^'  f^Jt  frightened! 
as  if  he  had  been  hanging  over  the  edge  of  a  preci- 
pice as  ,f  with  another  t.  n  of  the  screw  sanitv 
would  have  failed  him.  'I'm  not  fit  foMt '  S 
thought;    I  mustn't  -  I'm  not  fit  for  it  'The  cab 
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sped  on,  and  in  mechanical  procession  trees  houses 
people  passed,  but  had  no  significance     <  I  |e1l' 

r   Vr£  ^'  *'^°"^''*'  '  ^'"  ^^  ^  Turkish  bath 
1  —  I  ve  been  very  near  to  something.    It  won't  do ' 

the  Jeulham  Road,  along  the  Park.  ^ 

lo  the  Hammam,"  said  Soames. 
^h^Z'T      ""^  °"r  '°.  ^^™  a  summer  day,  heat 
She  met  r"'"^"'"*^"^'     ^^""^'"^  '"t°  the  ho 
Sning  ^'■^'  ^°"y*^  ^"'"8:  out,  red  and 

fnr'?^v°V'  "^'^  George;  "what  are  you  trainine 
Rnff^".''%"°*  ^°t  "'"**  superfluous."  ^ 

smile  LvncK^T  ^l^^^  h™  w'th  his  sideway 
tTp  fircf^-^  ^^f'  '■"'''""8^  J'^s  skin  uneasily  for 
SL  I  *  I'^T  °^  perspiration,  he  thought -'Ut 
them^augh!  I  a/ow'f  feel  anythine!  lS\tu^A 
violence!    It's  not  good  for  Se'       ^^"^  stand 
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^"ThJt^'  '^'^^  '^  '"  *»'<=  «ttle  study 
&"of1;^?'  *'^^-'-/-^  spiral7hiS  had  S^ifel 
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«^«  H' J^*^""  ?1P."  -  *^t  London  of  the  For- 
sytes, with  Its  wealth,  its  misery;  its  dirt  and  noise- 
Its  jumbled  stone  isles  of  beauty,  its  grey  sea  of 
hideous  brick  and  stucco?   That  LondoSwhich  had 

Tv,  ?w'  *Y'y  t'^^^**^'  ^"'^  Jolyon's  own  hard 
days,  that  web;  that  princely  workhouse  of  the 
possessive  instinct!  "«  oi  me 

wo^h'S  'Y^J'*'  they  walked  Jolyon  pondered  those 
ThI?  J  mT  ^"i" "  *.'?^*  ^"^  ^s  you  treated  me.' 
J^l  h'^'^mT"''  °"  '"^n^^'f-  Could  he  trust  him- 
Sv.  «7  .,  f  i!''^  permit  a  Forsyte  not  to  make  a 
f^L  J^^^  ^  ^^°"d-  Could  beauty  be  con- 
fided to  him?  Or  should  she  not  be  just  a  visitor 
coming  when  she  would,  possessed  for  moments 
winch  passed  to  return  only  at  her  own  choosing? 
We  are  a  breed  of  spoilers!'  thought  Jolyon 

w  11  n^;  .hn  V  ?"^  ■*,?  """  ^V''*^  ^'"'  when  she 
ZII:au  l^"  '*  '^.*.  "^''^  "°'-  Let  me  be  just  her 
stand-by,  her  perching-place;  never-never  her 

She  was  the  chink  of  beauty  in  his  dream.    Was 

Was"  P^f'^roi^hthe  curtains  now  and  reach  her? 

^rtJv      i  K  ^^""^A  "^"y  possessions,  the  close 

fn  fw'rf./lY"'."/  ^^^  possessive  instinct  walling 

w,?ffV'*^'  ""'^^  ^^'''?^  ^''n^'^lf'  and  Soames- 
was  It  to  be  rent  so  that  he  could  pass  through  into 

onlvT '"t'  J"^  *^r  l^n'^thing  not  out  of  the  senses 
only  ?  Let  me,'  he  thought, '  ah !  let  me  only  know 
how  not  to  grasp  and  destroy ! ' 

,.£\V  '*'"",!,'■  '''l'''^  T'^^"  P'^ns  to  be  made.  To- 
hSL,i?  r^"'^  ^°  '^'^  1°  ^^"^  ^°*<=''  hut  to-morrow 
he  would  take  her  up  to  London.  He  must  instruct 
his  solictor -Jack  Herring.  Not  a  finge?  m^S 
be  raised  to  hinder  the  procL  of  the  Law    S- 
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fges  exanplary.  judicial  stricture  ■■   ^-^sts  wl   tth^ 

than  a  woman  was  sitting  ther/    Tif-     .*^^t  more 

eSl-,^rG'''^'~' "'■^^'KdtS.- 
'  A^^Tt,-   •  .  ^  '  "^"^  ^'PS'  and  in  her  eves 
ens  mel ' '''  "  *°  "*=  ™"^ ' ' ""'  '"^--^ht.    '  iff right- 

of  lime  blossonT-earL  th^  ^"'^  ^^'^  ^'^  s-^elled 

Study  window  Id'  1^^  **^'"  '"  ^-"^  °f 
discreet  LhtTtl^'ereTli?  '"'^  P^'*.*°  ^'«'t  the 
a  whis  Jr  Jn  i^      u     1"^"^^  ^^s  "o  wind,  and  not 

ThfS^  "os?  rom  Sdlhr"^^  ^^^'^^-"y' 
and  the  two  Hghts^'strugrfed^  ^""^ 

;:^s^t^^^ 
-•H^:iiJHKSs^tfe| 
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Irene  away,  he  thought:  '  This  must  have  come  an 
hour  or  more  ago,  and  she  didn't  bring  it  out  to  us ! 
That  shows !  Well,  we'll  be  hung  for  a  sheep  soon ! ' 
And,  opening  the  telegram,  he  read: 

"JoLYON  Forsyte,  Robin  Hill.—  Your  son  passed 
painlessly  away  on  June  20th.  De^  sympathy  " 
—  some  name  unknown  to  him. 

He  dropped  it,  spun  round,  stood  motionless. 
The  moon  shone  in  on  him;  a  moth  flew  in  his  face. 
The  first  day  of  all  that  he  had  not  thought  almost 
ceaselessly  of  Jolly.  He  went  blindly  towards  the 
wmdow,  struck  against  the  old  armchair  — his 
father's  —  and  sank  down  on  to  the  arm  of  it.  He 
sat  there  huddled  forward,  staring  into  the  night. 
Gone  out  like  a  candle  flame;  far  from  home,  from 
love,  all  by  himself,  in  the  dark !  His  boy !  From 
a  little  chap  always  so  good  to  him  —  so  friendly! 
Twenty  years  old,  and  cut  down  like  grass  — to 
have  no  life  at  all  I  'I  didn't  really  know  him,'  he 
thought,  'and  he  didn't  know  me;  but  we  loved 
each  other.    It's  only  love  that  matters.' 

To  die  out  there  —  lonely  —  wanting  them  — 
wanting  home!  This  seemed  to  his  Forsyte  heart 
more  painful,  more  pitiful  than  death  itself.  No 
shelter,  no  protection,  no  love  at  the  last!  And  all 
the  deeply  rooted  clanship  in  him,  the  family  feel- 
ing and  essential  clinging  to  his  own  flesh  and  blood 
which  had  been  so  strong  in  old  Jolyon  —  was  so 
strong  in  all  the  Forsytes  —  f eh  outraged,  cut,  and 
torn  by  his  boy's  lonely  passing.  Better  far  if  he 
had  died  in  battle,  without  time  to  long  for  them  to 
come  to  him,  to  call  out  for  them,  perhaps,  in  his 
deliritmi  I 

The  moon  had  passed  behind  the  oak-tree  now, 
endowing  it  with  uncanny  life,  so  that  it  seened 
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watching  him— the  oak-tree  his  boy  had  been  so 
fond  of  climbing,  out  of  which  he  had  once  fallen 
and  hurt  himself,  and  hadn't  cried! 

The  door  creaked.  He  saw  Irene  come  in,  pick 
up  the  telegram  and  read  it.  He  heard  the  faint 
rustle  of  her  dress.  She  sank  on  her  knees  close  to 
him,  and  he  forced  himself  to  smile  at  her.  She 
stretched  up  her  arms  and  drew  his  head  down  on 
her  shoulder.  The  perfume  and  warmth  of  her 
encircled  hi*;  her  presence  gained  slowly  his  whole 
being. 
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JAMES   IN   WAITING 

^^^'"^1^1-^?'''^^'  ^"^""^^  ^''"ed  at  the  Remove 
and  ^rned  h,s  face  toward  Park  Lane.  His  father 
had  been  unwell  lately.     This  would  have  to  be  kept 

It  ^""J  .r^7^'^^^}^^'  •^^'"^"t  had  he  realised 
how  much  the  dread  of  bringing  James'  grey  hairs 
down  with  sorrow  to  the  grave  had  counted  with 
hirn,  how  intimately  it  was  bound  up  with  his  own 
shrinking  from  scandal.  His  affection  for  his 
vwtl  ^'""'^y?  ?^^P'  ^^^  increased  of  late  years 
with  the  knowledge  that  James  looked  on  him  a^s  the 

t  ^u°^  u^  ^'^  ''^''''"^-  It  seemed  pitiful  that  one 
mi^l'l?^'"/"-,'"''"^"'  ""  ^''  "f^  ^"d  done  so 
Th^nrl  J  ^  ^^^^^  name -so  that  it  was  almost 
»ffe  V"""  '1"^'  ^^"-^^^y  respectability  -  should 
at  his  last  gasp  have  to  see  it  in  all  the  newspapers. 
This  was  like  lending  a  hand  to  Death,  that  final 

tho3,.°'  ^rr^  '^  '""^t  *«»  mother.'  he 
thought  and  when  it  comes  on,  we  must  keep  the 
papers  from  him  somehow.  He  sees  hardly  any- 
one. Letting  himself  in  with  his  latchkey,  he  was 
beginning  to  ascend  the  stairs  when  he  be<^e  con- 

HJr^^n?; '?'""?''°"  °"  *^*=  second-floor  landing. 
«>s  mother's  voice  was  saying: 
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wa7qStli?' ''  '°"'"  ^'^'^  •=°''-    Why  can't  you 

His  father's  answering: 
come^n?''    ^''"  ^'^^^^  waiting.    Why  doesn't  he 

stJIJ^f  can  speak  to  him  to-morrow  morning,  in- 
stead of  making  a  guy  of  yourself  on  the  landing  " 

shan^if"  "'  '°  '^''  '  ^^°"'^"'*  -"der.S 
''  Now  come  back  to  bed,  James." 

for  aXu  can  fell.'' ''  '^'''''  '"""""^  ""-"'"^ 

ini-T^r»-?H!!'*  ^^^5  l"*-"^^'*  *'"  to-morrow  morn- 

'"?,'i  "  S:o  down  and  brmg  him  up.     Don't  fuss  1 " 

there  you  go  — always  so  cock-a-hooo     He 

mayn't  come  in  at  all."  v.out  a  noop.     tie 

by  standmg  out  here  m  your  dressing-gown  " 

of  h^atherW 'n  ?'  '"'*  ^"'^  ^"^  "^^-"^  5"  «ight 
ot  his  fathers  tall  figure  wrapped  in  a  brown  silk 

fif f.^r\-'°^r^  T'  '^'  balustrade  abot 
K-  t  "T  *?'?  s'lvery  hair  and  whiskers,  invest- 
ing his  head  with  a  sort  of  halo. 

Here  he  is ! "  he  heard  him  say  in  a  voice  which 

Ha?t^lt^ndSTk^-&1-r 

th^oLh  t'.,*^'  beckoning  of  a  skeleton,  and  paJed 
through  the  doorway  of  his  bedroom. 

gotSd  of%ow?''°"''*  '°^'"^^-     '^^'  ''-  J^^ 

His  father  was  sitting  before  the  dressing-table 

sideways  to  the  mirror,  while  Emily  slowly  passed 

two  silver-backed  brushes  through  and  thro^h  hb 
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fA^  nnl-'"^"  '''I  *^'^  ^<=^eral  times  a  day  for 

There  you  are ! "  he  said.    "  I've  been  waitin<r » 

JaSh^k'h^'^rr^'-^-S^'-^er." 
heard  "*"wfo'^^  something.     Your  mother  hasn't 

n.Jz;t^!  Sti^orvSh^a^L^f  ^^T- 

sSLfofh^^J^V  °^  *^^  ^-'^el  coSuedTJ: 

can  S'ie"''"Anr?'"^''>''^  J"'"'^^-  "  Soames 
there  waTa  look  of 'cfro-"^  *""  ^"^^  '^y"'  '"  ^^ch 
on  w/:o'^^'e"itte?iT'  ""«'"'^°^'-We  to  watch. 

'I'm  getting  on,  Soames.    At  my  aee  I  «„'*  f^n 
I  might  die  any  time.     There'll  he  a  w  \T  ' 

There's  JtarhJ  o«/>-    V       "  ''«  a  lot  of  money. 

tn  f.il »    '^a"^  J^^"-'  "  't's  nothing.     I'm  coming 

ou^iSlgr'arvoS^  ""'  ^"^  '^'^^'y-'  "y<- 

That  word,  from  those  of  all  lios  wa«  alm~.f  ♦ 
much  for  Soames'  composure.   S  l^^^/rncS^ 
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I  don't  know  what's  become  of  her  — thev  «v 
she^  abroad  Your  Uncle  Swithin  used  to  ad^ 
mire  her  —  he  was  a  funny  fellow  "     (^  L  ,1 

mL^'ol  t-'l'^'i  f£-"The^lt°outVni 

sumnung-up  of  the  effect  of  beauty  on  hrrnanna 
i":^A.he  was  silent,  watching  his^^n  whh  e?es" 
doubting  as  a  bird's.     Soames,  too,  was  silent 
Whish-whish!  went  the  brushes 

busines?"'  ■^^"'''■'  ^°^'"''  ''"^^^  ^'^-    It's  his 

dowi^-' h.ff  ii  J^?^^',and  the  word  came  from  deep 

wh7s'it  to^o  M?  '  1" '"y  "T^'  ^d  there's  his  - 
Who  s  It  to  go  to  ?    And  when  he  dies  the  name  goes 

pil^sKTK.*''-  *'T^r*^°o'^  °"  '^^  '««  '^nd 
P  VfLr''  °*  the  dressmg-table  coverlet. 

ot  Jfo^S-  ""  '^™'''  "^•'^"  '''  ^"  ^''^ 
sha'll^^il!l!f  '''''P^**  "^C  muttered  James.  "I 
he'i'frie"sS''^'='  "'  '"'"'"  "^  °°'^^'  ""'"^ 

gettinra  div'o"  «.'•  ^'''"  ''''  ^°^^  ^"'^^'^^ ' "  '  '- 

«  w£  j^fV''"*'?^*^'*"^  f'-om  his  head. 
anjjtS."-      '''^"'«'-    "There!  nobody  tells  me 

aKlteVear^^'  ''''"  '"^'  *'^*  "  ^  ^"^"«. 
self  -  b«  I  ^flK  '""«ered  James,  as  if  to  him- 
Whenllit^'oSo??'^*'''-    Don't  brush  so  hard. 
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T,mS  r  ^  Long  Vacation;  it's  not  defended." 
.hit^V  1^^  '"°^^'*  '"  ^«^«t  calculation.  "I 
Shan  t  live  to  see  my  grandson,"  he  muttered. 

l^n^^^i^""^  brushing.  "Of  course  you  will, 
James.     Soames  will  be  as  quick  as  he  can." 

his  ami^  ^^^  ^     "^  '''^"''^'  *'"  J^'"^^  '■<^^<=J'ed  out 

tin^^Yn  L'^*''  *'^';!  ^''^  eau-de-Cologne,"  and,  put- 
13  to]»s  nose,  he  moved  his  forehead  in  the  di- 
rection of  his  son.  Soames  bent  over  and  kissed 
that  brow  just  where  the  hair  began  A  relaS 
quiver  passed  over  James'  facef  as  thouS    hf 

fhp ,:  ^  *  *2  H  ^^  ^^'^■'  "  I  shan't  want  to  see 
the  papers  when  that  comes.  They're  a  morWH  w^ 
but  I  can't  pay  attention  to  them,  Fm  t^dj'        ' 

heate?f:tKv'°^'""  ^^'  ^°  '''  '^-'  "^^ 

ISTis^iiToti^rlns^^^^^^^ 
comfy  '•*'"  "^^*'  J^""'  '*'"  ^  ^^^^  so  ™«<:h  ^ore 
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ALh°?^^  'Change  the  announcement  of  Tolly's 
Sior  "Itran'get  fea^T  To?"  «*.™'^^ 
i^Seln^^tL"^'^^^^^^  ^S'l' 

against  his  father  for  havinrSanged  hfeiseff 
For  such  was  still  the  prestige^  old  Jotyon  STt  tie 
other  Forsytes  could  never  quite  feel    as  milht 
offt-^''  expected  that  it  was  they  who  hadt 
off  his  descendants  for  irregularity     The  new«  fn 

VaTbu't  thenT?'  ^'^^  '"*^^^*.-^  aSietyTbout" 
vai,  but  then  Val  s  name  was  Dartie.  and  even  if 
he  were  killed  in  battle  or  got  the  Victoria  Cross 

i^rZ^^  "m  ^  ^*  ""  '^^  ^^'"^  ^«  'f  W«  name  were 
Forsyte.    Not  even  casualty  or  glory  to  the  Hav 

fTSeSed^  ^""^  satisfactory.  ^Fan^J,^  ^i 

veSXlSf.,?"""";  ^'■P'^'  *^<="'  t^^t  'something 
very  dreadful,  my  dear,'  was  pending,  no  one  least 

thini  ^""^i  ""^^^  *'"•  '''■'''  "^  he  kep"  Every- 
thing.   Possibly  some  eye  had  seen 'Forsytes  For- 

fto^^im'  '•"  *''?u^"^*=  «^*=  ^"d  £d  added 
It  to    Irene  m  Pans  with  a  fair  beard.'    Possibly 
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some  wall  at  Park  Lane  had  ears.  The  fact  re- 
mained that  It  was  known  —  whispered  among  the 
old,  discussed  among  the  young  —  that  family  pride 
must  soon  receive  a  blow. 

Soames,  paying  one  of  his  Sunday  visits  to  Timo- 
thy s— paying  it  with  the  feeling  that  after  the 
suit  came  on  he  would  be  paying  no  more  — felt 
knowledge  m  the  air  as  he  came  in.  Nobody,  of 
course,  dared  speak  of  it  before  him,  but  each  of 
the  four  other  Forsytes  present  held  their  breath 
aware  that  nothing  could  prevent  Aunt  Juley  from 
making  them  all  uncomfortable.  She  looked  so 
piteously  at  Soames,  she  checked  herself  on  the 
point  of  speech  so  often,  that  ..\i-nt  Hester  excused 
herself  and  said  she  must  go  and  bathe  Timothy's 
^Pr~,  "*°  ^  ^*y  coming.  Soames,  impassive, 
slightly  supercilious,  did  not  stay  long.  He  went 
out  with  a  curse  stifled  behind  his  pale,  just  smiling 

Fortunately  for  the  peace  of  his  mind,  cruelly  tor- 
tured by  the  coming  scandal,  he  was  kept  busy  day 
and  mght  with  plans  for  his  retirement  —  for  he 
had  come  to  that  grim  conclusion.  To  go  on  seeing 
all  those  people  who  had  known  him  as  a  '  long- 
headed chap,'  an  astute  adviser  —  after  that  —  no ! 
The  fastidiousness  and  pride  which  was  so 
strangely  so  inextricably  blended  in  him  with  pos- 
sessive obtuseness,  revolted  against  the  thought 
He  would  retire,  live  privately,  go  on  buying  pic- 
tures, make  a  great  name  as  a  collector  —  after  all 
his  heart  was  more  in  that  than  it  had  ever  been  iii 
J^w.  In  pursuance  of  this  now  fixed  resolve,  he 
had  to  get  ready  to  amalgamate  his  business  with 
another  firm  without  letting  people  know,  for  that 
would  excite  curiosity  and  make  humiliation  cast 
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SS  tI  ^°"'^y'  Kingson,  two  of  whom  were 
dead.  The  full  name  after  the  amalgamation  would 
£?7^T  ^  ^"*^'=°"'  ^°"'^^y'  Kingson.  Forsyte! 

?f  M  ^"f  !^,"/*5-  ^"*  ^^t''^  de'^^te  ^s  to  which 
ot  the  dead  still  had  any  influence  with  the  livine 
It  was  decided  to  reduce  the  title  to  Cuthcott,  King- 
son  and  Forsyte,  of  whom  Kingson  would  be  the 
active  and  Soames  the  sleeping  partner.  For  leav- 
ing his  name  prestige,  and  clients  behind  him. 
boames  would  receive  considerable  value 

One  night,  as  befitted  a  man  who  had  arrived  at 
so  important  a  stage  of  his  career,  he  made  a  cal- 
culation of  what  he  was  worth,  and  after  writing 
off  liberally  for  depreciation  by  the  war,  found  his 
value  to  be  some  hundred  and  thirty  thousand 
pounds.  At  his  father's  death,  which  could  not. 
alas,  be  dekyea  much  longer,  he  must  come  into  at 
least  another  fifty  thousand,  and  his  yearly  expen- 
diture at  present  just  reached  two.  Standing  among 
his  pictures,  he  saw  before  him  a  future  full  of  bar- 
gains earned  by  the  trained  faculty  of  knowing 
better  than  other  people.  Selling  what  was  about 
to  decline,  keeping  what  was  still  going  up.  and 
exercising  judicious  insight  into  future  taste,  he 
would  make  a  unique  collection,  which  at  his  death 
would  pass  to  the  nation  under  the  title  '  Forsyte 

If  the  divorce  went  through,  he  had  determined 
on  his  line  with  Madame  Lamotte.  She  had,  he 
Icnew,  but  one  real  ambition  — to  live  on  her 
rentes'  in  Paris  near  her  grandchildren.  He 
would  buy  the  goodwill  of  the  Restaurant  Bretagne 
at  a  fancy  price.  Madame  would  live  like  a  QuMn- 
Mother  m  Paris  on  the  interest,  invested  as  she 
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Z  i  J^^Ki  *'°'^-    (I°9dentally  Soames  meaat  to 

restaurant  pay  good  interest  on  his  money  There 
were  great  possibilities  in  Soho.)  On  Alette  he 
would  promise  to  settle  fifteen  thousannSLS 
(whether  designedly  or  not),  precisely  the  sSHm 
Jolyon  had  settled  on  '  that  woman  '  ^ 

^.•c  1  I'^J'^^^  Jolyon's  solicitor  to  his  own  had 
disclosed  the  fact  that  'those  two'  were°ritaly 
And  an  opportunity  had  been  duly  giyen  for  noSS 

pied  of  Tn  if.'i?'^''  f  ^^^"^^*'  ^"'i  ^°"W  be  dis- 

h^f  hnnr  ll    Q       ""^  ''°"'"  °''  '°'  ^"t  ^^""ng  that 

after  th^t  fc A°^"'^,  ^""'^  ^^  ^o^"  *«  ^ell ;  and 
alter  that  half-hour  all  bearers  of  the  Forsyte  name 
wou  d  feel  the  bloom  was  off  the  rose  H?hrrf  nn 
.Ibsions  like  Shakespeare  that  rosefby  any  oJher 
name  would  smell  as  sweet.  The  name  w^  a  oos 
session  a  concrete,  unstained  piece  ^prS-ty^he 

ciifafie:?\rr'^-'^  ^^^"'^^  somrt^s;^^';^^ 

recused  to  stanXf  p"  T'  ^°^^'"'  ^^'^  ^^^  oSL 
reiused  to  stand  for  Parliament,  and  — oh,  irony! 

-Jolyon,  hung  on  the  line,  there  had  never  Wn  , 

distinguished  Forsyte.    But  that  yery Tack  oHs 

tmction  was  the  name's  greatest  asset.    It  waTa 

JrS?tyTh'.H"''"'''l  '"^'^^^"^''  ^"d  his  own 
property,  it  had  never  been  exploited  for  eood  or 
ey.l  by  intrusive  report.    He  and  each  memtS  of 
his  family  owned  it  wholly,  sanely  secretlv  wifh 
out  any  more  interference  fromVe  pSc^n 
had  been  necessitated  by  their  births   the/r  mfr 
nages.  their  deaths.    And  durinltfee  ^^'/eK 
waitmg  and  preparing  to  drop  the  Law   h^^. 
ceived  for.that  ^w  aWr  Saste,^  de^Td 
he  resent  its  coming  violation  of  his  name,  f orc^ 
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on  him  fcy  the  need  he  felt  to  oeriwhiafp  ♦!,,* 

press^furl     H.Th^^'u"^^'".^  P^^P^t"^!  sup- 
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Home  for  FaUen  Women.  He  was  a  long  time  hit- 
SK  onTtj  'Is  /'eht  charity;  buV  havSJg 
f^-T  .??  '*'  ".^  "^«*  t^'  wake  up  in  the  nirht  and 
think:  'It  won't  do,  too  lurid;  itTI  draw  atSitf(Si 
Somethmg  quieter  -  better  taste.'  He  did  nS?care 
for  dogs,  or  he  would  have  named  them;  and  it  was 
m  desperation  at  last  -  for  his  knowL^ge  of  31^ 

St^ouldS'h-*'"*  ^'•^'''^^  on'^the  wS. 
thw.,  "°*  ^  inappropriate,  and  it  would  make 
the  Jury  assess  the  damages  high. 

™,i,-  iF^  "*"?  ®"'^  w«''«  dropping  out  of  the  list 
me^^o^E-^  *°  ^  exceptionali;  thin  that  sS 

S  As  the  1"^''  '"'^''^  ^  ^'^'^^d  before  Au- 
gust. As  the  day  grew  nearer,  Winifred  was  hi^ 
only  comfort.     She  showed  the  fellow  feeHnt  of 

'TerZ^:'^^^- ^'l  *^™^S^  *he  mS   and  w^^hl 
feme-sole'  in  whom  he  confided,  well  knowing 

inH  !.f  T  f  '^°"[''  he  only  too  rejoiced  1  At  the 
end  of  July,  on  the  afternoon  before  the  case  he 
went  into  see  her.  They  had  not  yet  beenTbfe  to 
leave  towii.  because  Dartie  had  alrS^dy  s^nt  Sei? 
summer  holiday,  and  Winifred  dared  ^fgo  to 
her  father  for  more  money  while  he  was  wfhin^ 
not  to  be  told  anything  about  this  affair^  sSes^ 
Soames  found  her  with  a  letter  in  her  hanA^'"- 

does'h^Ly?"  ^''-     '*  "''«'  ^^«""''y-    "What 

"  Si'^^l^^'l  "a"''"'-"  ^''^  Winifred. 
,.,vhp'"  *0'  ^or  Goodness'  sake?" 
Winifred  looked  at  him. 

"  mS?"^  ^°'^'-^"'^'  ^°'^*'"'*  daughter." 

he;sx'TwSii5:^is^-,  i^p'^""'  -^ »-- 
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behaving  now? "  -^"i^nies.       How's  Dartie 

morrowf  SoamLT"  "^  ''°'^°  *°  ^'''^  Court  t^ 

Jtr?oS^^r&iS^''-i;  ^'- 

pressed  it  between  he7two°      '"  *""  **^t  "J^* 
better  w^n^'&lt^-..  ''°"'"  ^'^'^  ^-^  -  -"ch 

him.  with  tKminioa    ^?^  ^°^  *°  ^"^^^ 
Is  she  pretty  ? ..   ™"«^  °n-    You  ve  seen  that  child. 

lady-T£e?c:;^h'.r'«^'"  ^'d  ^"-^-es.     "Dark- 

•  JolyonMrs?;,/?""'  *°  '^'^ '  ^''^"ght  Winifred 

?oon  be  over  noJ^^'d^bSte^ff Val  .'7'''  1~^" 
>ng  out  there."  '^^  ^*^  ^«  *<>  «»»- 
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It  was  tantamount  to  saying  that  his  nephew  was 
lost. 

"  I  haven't  told  Monty,"  Winifred  murmured 
desolately. 

The  case  was  reached  before  noon  next  day,  and 
was  over  in  little  more  than  half  an  hour.  Soames 
—  pale,  spruce,  sad-eyed  in  the  witness  box — had 
suffered  so  much  beforehand  that  he  took  it  all  like 
one  dead.  The  moment  the  decree  nisi  was  pro- 
nounced he  left  the  Courts  of  Justice. 

Four  hours  until  he  became  public  property! 
'  Solicitor's  divorce  suit! '  A  surly,  dogged  anger 
replaced  that  dead  feeling  within  him.  '  Damn 
them  all! '  he  thought; '  I  won't  run  away.  I'll  act 
as  if  nothing  had  happened.'  And  in  the  sweltering 
heat  of  Fleet  Street  and  Ludgate  Hill  he  walked  aU 
the  way  to  his  City  Club,  lundied,  and  went  back  to 
his  office.  He  worked  there  stolidly  throughout  the 
afternoon. 

On  his  way  out  he  saw  that  his  clerks  knew,  and 
answered  their  involuntary  glances  with  a  look  so 
sardonic  that  they  were  immediately  withdrawn. 
In  front  of  St.  Paul's,  he  stopped  to  buy  the  most 
gentlemanly  of  the  evening  papers.  Yes !  there  he 
was !  '  Well-known  solicitor's  divorce.  Cousin  co- 
respondent. Damages  given  to  the  blind'  —  so, 
they  had  got  that  in !  At  every  other  face,  he 
thought:  'I  wonder  if  you  know! '  And  suddenly 
he  fdt  queer,  as  if  something  were  racing  round  in 
his  head. 

What  was  this?  He  was  letting  it  get  hold  of 
him !  He  mustn't !  He  would  be  ill.  He  mustn't 
think!  He  would  get  down  to  the  river  and  row 
about,  and  fish.  '  I'm  not  going  to  be  laid  up,'  he 
thought. 
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Sh.  fl'^l'^r?*"':*  ^""*=««^  answered  Wskn^S" 
She,  too.  looked  pale  and  dragged  dovn  bv  theh^* 

^"esTJlS^  ^  ^trangene^ld'^n'^^Si;: 
"I  haven't  wished  to  be;  I've  been  hii«i,    viru     . 
^our  .other.  Annette?   'l' "  ^^^  ^Sist? 

"  Mother  is  not  in." 

It  seemed  to  Soames  that  she  loofciyl  at »,;™  • 
Sr^Xr  toKr?^t  ^-%^w  L'iS  'h"a3 
that  out  Sve  him  an  aTa^mTnTfe^,  n7  "^.f  ^'Z 
He  gripped  the  edge  of  tTe  "fble  and  dJ,  m  ^'*''- 
Annette  come  forward    hLlT   '    ,     ^^^''^  ^^^ 

pns.    HeshStSsTw^^'anYsair  ^'"^  "'*^  »- 

thini!"''  Wjn,  'ii^a't^t  h^^r  °'  ^'l'^  T'  ' 
dajness,    Annette'sTof^.'^^rH^nVcr^ 


^^S^'^aayrm-^rmMA 
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"  Sit  down,  it  will  pass,  then."  Her  hand  pressed 
his  shoulder,  and  Soames  sank  into  a  chair.  When 
the  dark  feeling  dispersed,  and  he  opened  his  eyes, 
she  was  looking  down  at  him.  What  an  inscrutable 
and  odd  expression  for  a  girl  of  twenty ! 

]]  Do  you  feel  better?" 

"  It's  nothing,"  said  Soames.  Instinct  told  him 
that  to  be  feeble  before  her  was  not  helping  him  — 
age  was  enough  handicap  without  that.  Will- 
power was  his  fortune  with  Annette;  he  had  lost 
ground  these  latter  months  from  indecision  —  he 
could  not  afford  to  lose  any  more.  He  got  up,  and 
said: 

"  I'll  write  to  your  mother.  I'm  going  down  to 
my  river  house  for  a  long  holiday.  I  want  you  both 
to  come  there  presently  and  stay.  It's  just  at  its 
best.    You  will,  won't  you?" 

"  It  will  be  veree  nice."  A  pretty  little  roll  of 
that  '  r,'  but  no  enthusiasm.  And  rather  sadly  he 
added: 

"  You're  feeling  the  heat,  too,  aren't  you,  An- 
nette?^  It'll  do  you  good  to  be  on  the  river.  Good- 
night." Annette  swayed  forward.  There  was  a 
sort  of  compunction  in  the  movement. 

"Are  you  fit  to  go?  Shall  I  give  you  some 
coffee?" 

"  No,"  said'  Soames  firmly.  "  Give  me  your 
hand." 

She  held  out  her  hand,  and  Soames  raised  it  to 
his  lips.  When  he  looked  up,  her  face  wore  again 
that  strange  expression.  '  I  can't  tell '  he  thought  as 
he  went  out;  'but  I  mustn't  think  — I  mustn't 
worry.' 

But  worry  he  did,  walking  toward  Pall  Mall. 
English,  not  of  her  religion,  middle-aged,  scarred 
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as  it  were  by  domestic  tragedy,  what  had  he  to  rive 
her  ?  Only  wealth  social  position,  leisure  aSnTrl! 
tion !    It  was  much,  but  was  it  enough  for  abeau 

A^SetTe  H.tTr-  ^^  ^'''  «°  ifnoranf  a^S 
nah  ri  !;f  ?  had,  too,  a  curious  fear  of  the  French 
nature  of  her  mother  and  herself.    They  knew  ,o 

s^es'^'Thiv'^  "r*^-    ''''-'y  were  a?Ls"Tor- 

not?trSrmtfa^fSdLTLr^?/H^ 
hTt"  the';."  ^^"'  '"^*'^^'-  '"^^  ^^  wa?Sfhe'e^„?"of 

"Mydear  Madame  (he  said). 
4.-      .•-     "x  w"l  see  by  the  enclosed  newsoanpr  mif 

"  I  am,  dear  Madame, 

"  Sincerely  yours, 

"  SoAMEs  Forsyte." 

Having  sealed  and  posted  thi«  l#.ff<.r   u^ 
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the  scent  of  pinks  and  picotees  in  his  flower  borders. 
A  stealing  coolness  came  off  the  river. 

Rest  — peace  I  Let  a  poor  fellow  rest!  Let  not 
worry  and  shame  and  anger  chase  like  evil  night- 
birds  in  his  head!  Like  those  doves  perched  half- 
sleeping  on  their  dovecot,  like  the  furry  creatures 
in  the  woods  on  the  far  side,  and  the  simple  folk 
in  their  cottages,  like  the  trees  and  the  river  itself 
whitening  fast  in  twilight,  like  the  darkening  corn- 
flower-blue sky  where  stars  were  coming  up  — let 
him  cease  from  himself,  and  rest! 


^^'^^ 


CHAPTER   X 
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no.  have  „e!  »"»  I  *w"Sdm"itftS^ 
jyd  couldn't  rest  a  minot.  utttfl  ,he  yWdrf  _  S^ 
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and  what  mote  do  three-quarters  of  the  women 
who  are  married  get  from  the  men  who  marry 
"A   I  J      "°  "  *"  enquirer  had  pursued  his  query. 
And  do  you  think  it  was  fair  to  have  tempted  this 
girl  to  give  herself  to  you  for  life  unless  you  have 
really  touched  her  heart?"  he  would  have  an- 
swered: "The  French  see  these  things  differently 
from  us.    They  look  at  mar  iage  from  the  point 
of  view  of  establishments  and  children;  and,  from 
my  own  experience,  I  am  not  at  all  sure  that  theirs 
is  not  the  sensible  view.    I  shall  not  expect  this  time 
more  than  I  can  get,  or  she  can  give.    Years  hence 
1  shouldn  t  be  surprised  if  I  have  trouble  with  her  ■ 
but  I  shall  be  getting  old,  I  shall  have  children  by 
then.    I  shall  shut  my  eyes.    I  have  my  great  pas- 
sion; hers  IS  perhaps  to  come  —  I  don't  suppose  it 
will  be  for  me.    I  offer  her  a  great  deal,  and  I  don't 
expect  much  in  return,  except  children,  or  at  least 
a  son.    But  one  thing  I  am  sure  of  —  she  has  verv 
good  sense!"  ■' 

And  if,  insatiate,  the  enquirer  had  gone  on,  "  You 
do  not  look,  then,  for  spiritual  union  in  this  mar- 
riage? Soames  would  have  lifted  his  sideway 
smile,  and  rejoined :  "  That's  as  it  may  be.  If  I  get 
satisfaction  for  my  senses,  perpetuation  of  myself 
good  taste  and  good  humour  in  the  house,  it  is  all 
I  can  expect  at  my  age.  I  am  not  likely  to  be  goine 
f"r  °*  "y„TJ*y  towards  any  far-fetched  sentimen- 
tahsm.  Whereon,  the  enquirer  must  in  good  taste 
nave  ceased  enquiry. 

The  Queen  was  dead,  and  the  air  of  the  greatest 
city  upon  earth  grey  with  unshed  tears.  Fur- 
coattid  and  top-hatted,  with  Annette  beside  him  in 
dark  furs,  Soames  crossed  Park  Lane  on  the  morn- 
ing of  the  funeral  procession,  to  the  rails  in  Hyde 
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Park.    Little  moved  though  he  ever  was  bv  nnh 

fancy.  ps7!:Ar'L':7^,i.:^af.i^ 

uZ'  ^^T  ^*'  ^*'»  building  housesTo  make 
s^  t^.^l"''°"'Vu^"'i  J^""'  ^  stripling  of  twSy! 
Jh"'  i"al'To^acheVSn'?r^  of  hif  pracSeTn 
sha^d  their  uTp^teTy'steTouTT/baSfr 
'ifr  ,  ?^""g, behind  cabriolets;  women  sad' 
in  the  l^i'"'""'^  "?  P'"?P^'-*y'  *•>««  werrmanners 

muting  influence  nothing  Sd  es^Sd^ave  th^"" 
ture  of  man  and  the  nature  of  thf&niverse 

And  to  witness  the  passing  of  thirAl  V^^^ 
-.ts  pet  and  fancy  Jwas  f oSring^f o'^rfh' h^"ctj 
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zais  through  every  gate  into  Hyde  Park,  hub  of 
Victonanism,  haj^y  hunting-ground  of  Forsytes. 
Under  the  grey  heavens,  whose  drizzle  just  kept 
off.  the  dark  concourse  gathered  to  see  the  show. 
The   good  old   Queen,  full  of  years  and  virtue,  had 
emerged  from  her  seclusion  for  the  last  time  to 
make  a  London  holiday.    From  Houndsditch,  Ac- 
ton, Ealmg,  Hampstead,  Islington,  and  Bethnal 
Oreen;  from  Hackney,  Hornsey,  Leytonstone,  Bat- 
tersea,  and  Fulham;  and  from  those  green  pastures 
where  Forsytes  flourish  —  Mayfair  and  Kensing- 
ton, 1st.  James  and  Belgravia,  Bayswater  and  Chd- 
sea  and  the  Regents  Park,  the  people  swarmed  down 
°".u  J    ,  '■°**'*  ""^^^^  ^^^^  would  presently  pass 
wiUi  dusky  pomp  and  pageantry.  Never  again  would 
a  gueen  reign  so  long,  or  people  have  a  chance  to  see 
much  history  buried  for  their  money.    A  pity  the 
war  dragged  on,  and  that  the  Wreath  of  Victory 
could  not  be  laid  upon  her  coffin!    All  else  would 
De  there  to  follow  and  commemorate  —  soldiers 
sailors,  foreign  princes,  half-masted  bunting,  toU- 

3^  '  ^"?  *'?°J*'  ^l  *^^  ^"'■e^"^'  great,  dark- 
coated  crowd,  with  perhaps  a  simple  sadness  here 
and  there  deep  m  hearts  beneath"  black  clothes  put 
on  by  regulation.  After  all,  more  than  a  Queen 
was  going  to  her  rest,  a  woman  who  had  braved 
sorrow,  lived  well  and  wisely  according  to  her  lights 
Uut  m  the  crowd  against  the  railings,  with  his 
arm  hooked  in  Annette's,  Soames  waited.  Yes !  the 
Age  was  passing!    What  with  this  Trade-Union- 

I!!?A!.?.  ^^'Ti  ^''"?'^'  '"  ^^^  ^°"se  of  Commons, 
with  continental  fiction,  and  something  in  the  een- 
eral  feel  of  everything,  not  to  be  expressed  in  words, 
in  l?.rt"  ^«'7jJ'fferent;  he  recalled  the  crowd 
on  Mafekmg  mght,  and  George  Forsyte  saying- 
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"  They're  all  socialists,  they  want  our  goods."  Like 
James.  Soames  didn't  know,  he  couldn't  tell  —  with 
Edward  on  the  throne!  Things  would  never  be  as 
safe  again  as  under  good  old  Viccy  I  Convulsively 
he  pressed  h.s  young  wife's  arm."^  There  at  S 
rate  was  something  substantially  his  own  domes- 
tically certain  again  at  last;  something  which  made 
property  worth  while -a  real  thin|  once  more 

rr^n,^,^''""  '^"'"''  ^"  ^4?^^  *^y'"&  t°  ^^'A  others 
off,  Soames  was  content.    The  crowd  swayed  round 

whTh^H  r'\"1r;u^'^  ^"'^  ^'°PP^  c-^-^bs;  boys 
who  had  climbed  the  plane-trees  chattered  above  like 

Z!l  T'  ^^[^'^mT^  ^°^  orange-peel.    It  was  past 
T^^fAu^7^i ^  *=°""rs:  soon !    And.  suddenly, 
a  little  behind  them  to  the  left,  he  saw  a  tallish 
man  with  a  soft  hat  and  short  grizzling  beard,  and 
a   alhsh  woman  in  a  little  round  fur  ^p  and  ve"l 
Jolyon  and  Irene  talking,  smiling  at  each  other 
close  together  like  Annette  and  himself!     They 
had  not  seen  him;  and  stealthily,  with  a  very  queer 
Sf    f  'uJu  h«"t.  Soames  watched  those  two 
They  looked  happy!    What  had  they  come  here  for 
—  nherently  illicit  creatures,  rebels  from  the  Vic- 
torian ideal?     What  business  had  th^r  in  this 
crowd?    Each  of  them  twice  exiled  by  moraSty- 
making  a  boast,  as  it  were,  of  love  and  laxity!    He 
watched  them  fascinated;  admitting  gruLnSy 
^Tv.J"5  *"%^""  *''™^*  ^^'°^Sh  Annette'!  ?St 

iT  iln  l/r^IS"t.^ ^°'  ^^  wo"ld  not  admit 

it,  and  he  turned  his  eyes  away.    He  would  not 

rfsV.^n"'  ^U-  't*.*^^  ''I^  '''"^••"^^«'  the  ordTongrng 
Wm  ?r,r^^f  «i?!    ^"^  ^^^"  A""«"e  turned  tf 
him  and  said:  "Those  two  people.  Soames;  they 
know  you,  I  am  sure.    Who  are  they  ?  " 
Soames  nosed  sideways. 
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"What  people?" 

knoJ  yJu!"^""  '"'  *^""'  •'"'*  *"™'"^  ^^^y-    They 

;;  No  "  Soames  answered;  "  a  mistake,  my  dear." 

....I'S'L'/'-'    ^"<» ''^  «he  walk!   llleesf 

Hff  °t"f  J'^''^  ^*'*"-    I"to  his  life,  out  of  his 
hfe  she  had  walked  like  that  — swayinV  and  er«t 

of  the  ^st  "P  ^  ^'°'"  '''^*  "'^'^•"e  vision 

nowr"'"*^  *'"""'■  ^"'"'^'"  ''"  '^'^'  "they're  coming 

intfnt  o')^*'t£  ^L'^'^'.F^'P'"^  ''^•-  ^^'"'  seemingly 
W  w;?h  i^  ''^^'^  °^  the  procession,  he  was  quivfr- 
mg  with  the  sense  of  always  missing  somethine 
w.th  mstmctxve  regret  that  he  had  not  got  tK 

Slow  came  the  music  and  the  march  till  in  si 
Hrf;.*^!,'°r^  """  ^°""^  •"  ^''^^"gh  the  Park^te 

SLdful1»^?"lf.^^^T!:'  "^r  ^^^  '■*  is^S 

Deautitul!  felt  the  clutch  of  her  hand  as  sh.. 
stood  up  on  t  ptoe;  and  the  crowd's  emS  grippeS 
him  There  it  was  -  the  bier  of  the  Queen  coffin  of 
the  Age  slow  passing!  And  as  it  went  by  there 
2Z.  ^  I!"""""!'"!"?  ^°^"  ^'■o™  all  the  long  line  of 

never  ^V'^^''^'  ^  '"-""^  ^"^^  *«  Soames  had 
never  heard,  so  unconscious,  primitive   deeo  and 

wild,  that  neither  h.  nor  an^  knew  whetheTtheJ 

had  jomed  m  uttering  it.    Strange  sound,  indeS 

.  .  .  The  hold  on  hfe  had  slipped.    That  which  had 
seemed  eternal  was  gone!   The  Queen -^  bless 

It  moved  on  with  the  bier,  that  travelling  groan. 
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as  a  fire  moves  on  over  ?ra«  in  ,  *u-  .•  .  ^' 
step,  and  marched  alSdt  down  /i?'".''"*'  "  ^^^P* 
ni»le  after  miJe.  ltwTah,.r^Z  *''*  ^^"^  "o^^s 
human,  pushed  ou  by  animaTt  t!?""'':  ^"'^  ^^^  '"" 
intimate  knowledge  /i  ,^n  subconsciousness,  by 
None  of  us  -  S  of  T^^'u  fl^'^  ^"^  ^^^aAge^ 

It  left  silence  for  a  lit/u   "  ^°^'^  °"  ^°'  <=ver!^ 
tongues  began^Lffer  to  rSr~^-^"y  ''"'«  *'"'"«.  till 
Soames  liS";^  lust  lonl  ^^  '"V"'"* '"  ^^e  show, 
nette,  then  tSkhir  ou  of th^P^'l*"  T^^'^^  An- 
f ather's  in  Park  Se  ^''^  *°  '""^^^  a*  his 

bJS  Its'  feTrSfw^h?^  °V.*  °^  "^'^ 
last  of  so  manv  I    9.^  «!,»  °^ .  ^  ^"^'^  see  — 

gettinga„'^fd"L„t.^h|-s.gone,^;^^^^^  3he  was 

crowned  —  slim  slin  r,f  0)^1  "  "e  had  seen  her 

She  had  got  SyXut  of.»l"°V?  °'^  ^'  '"°&^"' 
seen  her  married  to  thitr  ^-  ^f'^""  *"d  he  had 
-he  had  turTed  out  a  ,^Z*L'>^^  ''"^band 
left  her  with  that  soj  of  h  f  '^dT.  ^'  ^^'^l  ^"^ 
the  many  evenines  h*.  L^  l-    v     T  '"^'nembered 

cronies  had  waS  their  hli'  ^^^^f?  ^"'^  *h«*r 
walnuts  and  thl  !£  ^'^2fc°''*'r  *j'"'- W'ne  and 

now  he  had  come  to  he  th"  ^  t1^  ^^'-  ^"^ 
steadied  down  — he  didn-fT"  ^''^y  said  he  had 
He'd  make  the  money  flvstil^^l"??".'*^'*  *«"' 
What  a  lot  of  pe^Jf^ouVthere.'  ft^ffi  ^°"'^^'-- 

S  e-^etSntrAVbe^^'^^^^^^^^^ 
lonSrSthaif'TuSe  1;  ""'  '\**l'*  ^"^  ™"S 


338 


IN  CHANCERY 


a  French  girl.  The  French  were  a  queer  lot,  but 
they  made  good  mothers,  he  had  heard.  Thinsrs 
h^-f  !u  V"^^  said  this  German  Emperor  wis 
here  for  the  funeral,  his  telegram  to  old  Kruger  had 
been  m  shocking  taste.    He  shouldn't  be  surprised 

W'.^i  w  if*J"'''*^  ^"^"^'^  """'^^  day.  Change! 
H  m  I  Well,  they  must  look  after  themselves  when 
he  was  gone:  he  didn't  know  where  he'd  be!  And 
now  Emily  had  asked  Dartie  to  lunch,  with  Wini- 
tred  and  Imogen,  to  meet  Soames'  wife  — she  was 
always  doing  something.  And  there  was  Irene  liv- 
ing with  that  fellow  Jolyon,  they  said.  He'd  marry 
her  now,  he  supposed.  ^ 

'My  brother  Jolyon,'  he  thought,  'what  would 
he  have  said  to  it  all  ? '  And  somehow  the  utter  im- 
possibility of  knowing  what  his  elder  brother,  once 
so  looked  up  to.  would  have  said,  so  worried  Tames 

S«„ci^   i"P/T,™  ^'^  *=^^''"  ^y  *e  window,  and 
be|ran  slowly,  feebly  to  pace  the  room. 

She  was  a  pretty  thing,  too.'  he  thought ; '  I  was 
fond  of  her.    Perhaps  Soames  didn't  suit  her  —  I 
don  t  know-I  can't  tell.    We  never  had  any  trouble 
with  o«r  wives.'    Women  had  changed  —  every- 
thing had  changed!   And  now  the  Queen  was  dead 
—  well,  there  it  was!    A  movement  in  the  crowd 
brought  him  to  a  standstill  at  the  window,  his  nose 
touching  the  pane  and  whitening  from  the  chill  of  it. 
They  had  got  her  as  far  as  Hyde  Park  Corner  — 
they  were  passing  now !  Why  didn't  Emily  come  up 
here  where  she  could  see,  instead  of  fussing  about 
lunch.     He  niissed  her  at  that  moment  —  missed 
her !    TTirough  the  bare  branches  of  the  plane-trees 
he  could  just  see  the  procession,  could  see  the  hats 
coming  off  the  people's  heads  —  a  lot  of  them  would 
catch  colds,  he  shouldn't  wonder!    A  voice  behind 
htm  said: 


%m.^ 
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'Nonsense,  James!" 
the  sight  of  hT'Age  S    "^  '°  ^''  °^'»  '"^'•t  ^^ 

sa.Aks;  ^'uZ^i:J:m"'  ^""«^'"  »>« 

turned  from  the  window   ^h.r  °  ^"^-      ^"d  »>e 
Queen;  she'd  had  a  S^f  I^'?  '''*=  T"*'  *he  old 

*°^r  ontXVhouVtlL'irr-^'''^'^  •-  ^'-^ 

'^ri^'j^P-  ^''^  hair-brushes. 

Stooping  and  immaSw.  fn  if°r '^  ?*"«*  '"'"self, 
a  line  in  SidX^S    ^  a"  ^'"^^-^ont,  thin  as 


'■♦1 
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i,n^'  J"  ^^'^  ""a^  ^^  Fr<**«*  •^er  from  whom  he 
hoped  for  a  grandson  of  his  name. 

Gazmg  at  him,  so  old,  thin,  white,  and  spotless 

Annette  murmured  something  in  French  wS 

James  dJd  not  understand. 

" ^^' c^^'"  ^^  *^'^'  " y°"  want  your  lunch  I 
expect  Soames,  ring  the  bell;  we  won't  wait  for 
that  chap  Dartie."  But  just  then  they  arrivS 
Dartie  had  refused  to  go  out  of  his  way  to  see'  S 
hinfl'  With  an  early  cock-tail  beside  him.  he 
had  taken  a  squint '  from  the  smoking-room  of  the 
Iseeum,  so  that  Winifred  and  Imogen  had  been 

tie^r^  %^T  ''^''^  ^•■°'"  '^^  P^^l^  to  fetch  h?m 
tnence.  hs  brown  eyes  rested  on  Annette  with  a 
stare  uf  almost  startled  satisfaction.  The  second 
beauty  that  fellow  Soames  had  picked  up»  wS 
women  could  see  in  him !  Well,  she  would  playhim 
the  same  tnck  as  the  other,  no  doubt;  but  in  thS 
meantime  he  was  a  lucky  devilf  And  he  brushed  up 
his  moustache,  having  in  nine  months  of  Green 
Mreet  domesticity  regained  almost  all  his  flesh  and 
his  assurance.  Despite  the  comfortable  efforts  of 
Emily  Winifred's  composure,  Imogen's  enquirine 
i^Tf^^l'l  ^ V*'!.'  ?^^^^e-o«.  and  James'  solic? 
^i/n"*  w  fop?' 't. was  not.  Soames  felt,  a  suc- 

sSn  "^  *°°''  ^^''  ^^^y  ^'^'■y 

."  That  Monsieur  Dartie,"  said  Annette  in  the  cab 
}e  n  amie  pas  ce  type  —  Id!" 
"No,  by  George!"  said  Soames. 
«    ./o"'"  S"'*^*^  ",  "^""^  amiable,  and  the  girl  is 

S^-  JT  If'"'':  ^'J^""*-'^  °'^-     I  think  your 
mother  has  trouble  with  him ;  I  should  not  like  to  be 

Soames  nodded  at  the  shrewdness,  the  clear  hard 


/  m^il 
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him.  too:  •  V&to^htrsa^^^^^^^ 

mg  trouble  with  me! '      ^  ^  fifty-five,  hav- 

niult''!Sl'yr!o°' heS^^  '^f, '2 V^>^«-^  I 
but  we  must  ffet  it  over^nH  .,,^°"  "  t'^  '^  ^"nny. 
to  the  theatre  "  '      "^  ^''^^^  ^^  "  ^'n^  and  go 

Timothys'wL'diKt'"  Th  '''  '"'"^''^y'^-  B"t 
see  dear  Soames  after  thU?^^  T""^  ''^"^^'^'^  to 
this  was  AnSl  '  '°"«^  '°"S:  time;  and  so 

andTmtriofdSf&Te,'^^'''  ?^°^'  *«>  y-^-S 
very^ttentive  ^5  S,'  "«,V°"-    ^"*  ^'^'^ 

!!pT]^;u^dre^SS?^'-«edt; 

kiss  them.  I  must  sav  dMr^Q^  ^'  ?"'**'  *^"t«J  to 
noisseur.  In  herTrS  ^""^  ".^  P<^'"f«t  con- 
French  eithe?  I  think  X'. '^*^'  ^"'^  "°*  ''o  very 
so  distinguish^rnot  so  allurin^r^^^  "°t 

cause  she'^troy  alurSg  wasn't  XT  *•!  J'! ™-    B«^- 
skin  and  those  darS«  =n^!w  Z  '^'**'  that  white 
what  was  it?%aliaKget*"'*  ha.r.  „/.«.rf.» 
„  ^f '^/^  worjr,"  Francie  prompted 

connection."         """  ^^ancie,    but  I  don't  see  the 
"  Oh  f »  reph-ed  Aunt  Juley,  rather  flustered.  "  it 
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was  so  alluring,  and  her  eyes  and  hair,  you 

know "   She  was  silent,  as  if  surprised  in  some 

indelicacy.     "Feuille  morte,"  she  added  suddenly; 
"Hester  —  do  remember  that ! "  .  .  . 

Considerable  debate  took  place  between  the  two 
sisters  whether  Timothy  should  or  should  not  be 
summoned  to  see  Annette. 

"  Oh,  don't  bother ! "  said  Soames. 

"  But  it's  no  trouble,  only  of  course  Annette's 
being  French  might  upset  him  a  little.  He  was  so 
scared  about  Fashoda.  I  think  perhaps  we  Iiad  bet- 
ter not  run  the  risk,  Hester.  It's  nice  to  have  her 
all  to  ourselves,  isn't  it  ?  And  how  are  you,  Soames  ? 
Have  you  quite  got  over  your " 

Hester  interposed  hurriedly: 

"  What  do  you  think  of  London,  Annette  ?  " 

Soames,  disquieted,  awaited  the  reply.  It  came, 
sensible,  composed:  "Oh!  I  know  London,  I  have 
visited  before." 

He  had  never  ventured  to  speak  to  her  on  the 
subject  of  the  restaurant.  The  French  had  different 
notions  about  gentility,  and  to  shrink  from  connec- 
tion with  it  might  seem  to  her  ridiculous;  he  had 
waited  to  be  married  before  mentioning  it ;  and  now 
he  wished  he  hadn't. 

'  And  what  part  do  you  know  btst?  "  asked  Aunt 
Juley. 

"  Soho,"  said  Annette  simply. 

Soames  snapped  his  jaw. 

"Soho?"  repeated  Aunt  Juley;  "Soho?" 

'  That'll  go  round  the  family,'  thought  Soames. 

"  It's  verv  French,  and  interesting,"  he  said. 

"Yes,"  murmured  Aunt  Juley,  "your  Uncle 
Roger  had  some  houses  there  once ;  he  was  always 
having  to  turn  the  tenants  out,  I  remember." 
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Soames  changed  the  subject  to  Mapledurhaia 
Of  course,"  said  Aunt  Juley.  "  vou  will  he  cr^n„ 
down  there  soon  to  settle  in.    We  are  aH  «,  lofwnf 
for^a_rd  to  the  time  when  Annett'e  ha?  ^?^f 

for  tiaf "'  "  ""'"^  ^""*  ^"*'='"  d"Pe"tely.  "  ring 

aw!™  ^''"^  "°*  "^'^  ^°'  *'^'  ^^  ^^^'^  ^"°««« 

in  thV^^b'^^^'^I^frl'tT  ^^°l^l  ^''^  y°"'"  he  said 
in  ine  caD.       it  s  rather  a  shady  part  of  London- 

now,  1  mean,    he  added,     I  want  you  to  know  nice 
people,  and  the  English  are  fearful  snobsT 

her  kJs      '  ^^"  °P*="*^'  *  ""^«  ™''e  came  on 

"Yes?  "she  said. 
a.!i?'?'  '.*'!P"^i'*  ^°*"«''' '  that's  meant  for  me! ' 

Sor  'alfr  *'°"^'*-      '  ™  "*•'«=  her  grasp  it 
"Look  here,  Annette!  it's  very  simple  onlv  it 

SZt?.-r.l!>t  P^'  proZssionTaffle! 
sured  class  still  think  themselves  a  cut  above  our 
business  classes  except  of  course  the  very  rich  T 
™*y  be  stupid,  but  there  it  is,  you  see  It  isn't  ad 
visable  in  England  to  let  people  know  that  you  ran 
trldf  "t?"*  "'^^^  t  '^°^  «^  ^«^e  in  any  a  of 

t  puts  a  ort'^f  ^T  '^*="  '"^'"^'^y  creditable.  bS 
itputs  a  sort  of  labe»  on  you;  you  don't  hzve  such  a 

^tIT"  """-Tf  '"'^  "'^«  people  -  that's  aP 
„  I  see,   said  Annette ;  "  it  is  the  same  in  France." 

take?'aba5"™"of'  fourr'clLT?,  ""^^1?"^ 
really."  course,  class  is  everything. 
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"  Yes,"  said  Annette;  " comme  vous  etes  sage." 
'  That's  all  right,'  thought  Soames,  watching  her 
lips,  '  only  she's  pretty  cynical.'    His  knowledge  of 
French  was  not  yet  such  as  to  make  him  grieve  that 
she  had  not  said  '  tu.'    He  slipped  his  arm  round 
her,  and  murmured  with  an  effort : 
"  Et  vous  etes  ma  belle  femme." 
Annette  went  off  into  a  little  fit  of  laughter, 
"  Oh,  non! "  she  said.    "  Oh,  non!  ne  paries  pas 
Franfais,  Soames.  What  is  that  old  lady,  your  aunt, 
looking  forward  to?  " 

Soames  bit  his  lip.  "Gkxl  knows!"  he  said; 
"  she's  always  saying  something; "  but  he  loiew  bet- 
ter than  God. 


CHAPTER  XI 

SUSPENDED  ANIMATION      ' 

cotne-tax  was  seriously  thr^ten^      U:i,.u'"" 
shak^  a1  liZ^ll'  ^  P?«^,««ive  instinct  felt  baSj 

S3  h-aVi*^^-^  -^  WaXtsX 

FofsT"ain^Jl''~*r  J!?*  ^"^t'^'^^;  it  invaded 
rorsyte  Change,  and  produced  a  general  unrer 
tamty  as  to  what  was  ^ing  to  hap^i  St  TtL' 
S"'*?^"*  i?  the^Anage  S"  If  V^ 
ihTul  -^T  ^°''??*=  *°  I™«.  only  daughter  of 
the  late  Professor  Heron,'  had  occiskmri TuS 
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whether  Irene  had  been  justly  described.  And  yet 
on  the  whole,  relief  was  felt  that  she  had  not  been 
entered  as  Irene,  late  the  wife,'  or  '  the  divorced 
wife,  of  Soames  Forsyte.'  Altogether,  there  had 
been  a  kind  of  sublimity  from  the  first  about  the  way 
the  family  had  taken  that '  affair.'  As  Tames  had 
phrased  It, 'There  it  was.'  No  use  to  fuss  I  Noth- 
ing to  be  had  out  of  admitting  that  it  had  been  a 
nasty  jar  —in  the  phraseology  of  the  day. 
But  what  would  happen  now  that  both  Soames 
and  Jolyon  were  married  again?  That  was  very 
intriguing.  George  was  known  to  have  laid  Eustace 
SIX  to  four  on  a  little  Jolyon  before  a  little  Soames. 
George  was  so  droll!  It  was  rumoured,  too,  that 
he  and  Dartie  had  a  bet  as  to  whether  James  would 
attain  the  age  of  ninety,  though  which  of  them  had 
backed  James  no  one  knew. 

...^Vr^?  f"4  ?*  ^^y'  Winifred  came  round  to  say 
that  Val  had  been  wounded  in  the  leg  by  a  spent 
bullet,  and  was  to  be  discharged.  His  wife  was 
nursing  him.  He  would  have  a  little  limp  —  noth- 
ing to  speak  of.  He  wanted  his  grandfather  to  buy 
him  a  farm  out  there  where  he  could  breed  horses. 
Her  father  was  giving  Holly  eight  hundred  a  year, 
so  they  could  be  quite  comfortable,  becau&c  his 
grandfather  would  give  Val  five,  he  had  said;  but 
as  to  the  farm,  he  didn't  know  —  couldn't  tell-  he 
didn  t  want  Val  to  go  throwing  away  his  money. 

But,  you  know,"  said  Winifred,  "he  must  do 
something." 

Aunt  Hester  thought  that  perhaps  his  dear  grand- 
father was  wise,  because  if  he  didn't  buy  a  farm  it 
couldn't  turn  out  badly. 

"  But  Val  loves  horses,"  said  Winifred.  "  It'd  be 
such  an  occupation  for  him." 


SUSPENDED  ANIMATION  ^j 

___^  V>1  s  *ff„o,c  Mid  Winifred: "  he  utes  after 
d^  i°l'?,  ""'  *""  "»«  <!»'  Val  W.S  very 

3iftr p.'s,;  s'i;^^^d"i'°„b„; 

;;  KhatS"? ." """ '°  '"■ «"°' »' »' " 

"  «r  ^^  ■^""^'^  *'''^  morning." 
We  haven't  seen  it,  we  alwavs  rear?  if  ,f*., 
dinner;  Timothy  has  it  till  then  "    ^  ^^**'^ 

Francie  rolled  her  eyes. 

Juley'^^'^maitn?  "^"^    '  **="  "^^  "  ^^  ^^^ 
Irene's  had  a  son  at  Robin  Hill  " 

"  f.r"*  ^  ""^  ^^^^ '"  ^^''  ^'■eath.    "■  But,"  she  said, 
they  were  only  married  in  March ! "  ^ 


«p»  -g^- 
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"  win  ;^"°.*j•^U.*'"'*  '*  interesting?  " 

for  s  at"^  i'tS^^lvj^s  ^iP 

^rwn^J'^'T^  *°  ^°  '"*°^  sort  of  Sm 

Will  th7nk"    Jie  £  r'"'"".'^''  '>''^*  d«=^'-  ^es 
A  lif fil  hj\i  1:      ,  ^°  ^^"**^  *°  'lave  a  son  himself 
"  w  n  "'^  '?^^?J.^ays  told  me  that." 

aw"'   ""'^  ^™^^«''  "  ^^'«  ^°'"&  to  -  bar  ac- 

G^dness  tricUed  out  of  Aunt  Tuley's  eves 

be!^n.r  '"t*?^  "°"}^'    ?"*  '^^  *d  Wish  it  could 
te  sooner.   It  was  a  long  time  for  James  to  wait,  at 

To  waitl  They  dreaded  it  for  James  but  thev 
^e','tT?  V  thenjselves.  IndeK  'was  S 
great  distraction.  To  wait!  For  The  T^ in 
r«td;  for  one  or  other  of  their  nieces  or  nepC  to 

Sk  V"l^^'/  *'^^'"  "P;  for  news  of  NiS^'s 
health;  for  that  decision  of  Christopher's  aS^o^ 

mL°nf*M  ^"r'/°r  information^concerntaifl^ 
mme  of  Mrs.  MacAnder's  nephew;  for  the  doctor Vo 
come  about  Hester's  inclination  tov^ke  up  £?v  „ 
the  mommg;  for  books  from  the  library  which  were 

quiet  w^m  day,  not  too  hot,  when  they  could  take! 

We  o"f  S'r^^l!  ^"''1.^"^^   To  wait,  Te  on  each 
t,  u-T*  ^^'^^^  1"  ^^^  drawing-room    for  the 

Knuckled  hands  plymg  knitting-needles  and  crol 
chet-hooks,  their  hair  ordered  to  stop -lie  Z 
nute  s  waves  -  from  any  further  advance  in  colour 

to  say  that  Hester  might  wear  her  dark  green,  ai5 
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tendency  to  give  tS'^piSL    ancTj;,^'?  ^'' 
weekly  visits  which  tJi«.,r  ™-     j  "'^  almost 

heir  to  Soames  —  wa<! «« iJZ:^  Tr  . .  "^"  "^  ^n 
his  dear  fS  t(S  that  Ti^^*"*-^  u' ''™' ^"^  ^o^ 

die  without  soVe^'certat/ratiuTfE^^^^^^  ''^  ^° 
did  so  dislike  uncertantv-an^^  •!»/*•  J*'"^^ 
course,  he  could  not  feT/reaSf^^^^^  «* 

grandchildren  but  the  yoS^^         Aff/'  1.° 

he  was'takSg"' A'rUMtltS  o'fTet""^ 
sytes  to  reach  that  age  and  set  «  ^-f  '^  ^°''" 

standard  in  holding  of  toHfeTL.     '^"^'.'-  "^^ 

selves  when  thev  tmH  TJ^^tu     "^"/'""k  t>i  them- 

eighty-two,  to  Snklf^' There  was°  T  "''*  ^^^ 
better  world     '  In  mv  Fath^rl^   '  ^  *'°"'"^'  ^ 
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course,  having  been  a  publisher.  But  she  had  no- 
ticed that  Timothy  was  always  cross  at  dinner  af- 
terwards. And  Smither  had  told  her  more  than 
once  that  she  had  picked  books  off  the  floor  in  doing 
the  room.  Still,  with  all  that,  they  did  feel  that 
heaven  could  not  be  quite  so  cosy  as  the  rooms  in 
which  they  and  Timothy  had  waited  for  so  long. 
Aunt  Hester,  especially,  could  not  bear  the  thought 
of  the  exertion.  Any  change,  or  rather  the  thought 
of  a  ihange  —  for  there  never  was  any  —  always 
upsei  her  very  much.  Aunt  Juley,  who  had  more 
spine,  sometimes  thought  it  would  be  quite  exciting; 
she  had  so  enjoyed  that  visit  to  Brighton  the  year 
dear  Susan  died.  But  then  Brighton  one  knew  was 
nice,  and  it  was  so  difficult  to  tell  what  heaven  would 
be  like,  so  on  the  whole  she  was  more  than  content 
to  wait. 

On  the  morning  of  James'  birthday,  August  the 
Sth,  they  felt  extraordinary  animation,  and  little 
notes  passed  between  them  by  the  hand  of  Smither 
while  they  were  having  breakfast  in  their  beds. 
Smither  mu.st  go  round  and  take  their  love  and  little 
presents  and  find  out  how  Mr.  James  was,  and 
whether  he  had  passed  a  good  night  with  all  the 
excitement.  And  on  the  way  back  would  Smither 
call  m  at  Green  Street  —  it  was  a  little  out  of  her 
way,  but  she  could  take  the  bus  up  Bond  Street  af- 
terwards ;  it  would  be  a  nica  little  change  for  her  — 
and  ask  dear  Mrs.  Dartie  to  be  sure  and  look  in 
before  she  went  out  of  town. 

All  this  Smither  did  —  an  undeniable  servant 
trained  thirty  years  ago  under  Aunt  Ann  to  a  per- 
fection not  now  procurable.  Mr.  James,  so  Mrs. 
James  said,  had  passed  an  excellent  night,  he  sent 
his  love;  Mrs.  James  had  said  he  was  very  funny 
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and  had  complained  that  he  didn't  know  what  all 
the  fuss  was  about.  Oh!  and  Mrs.  Dartie  sent  her 
love,  and  she  would  come  to  tea. 

Aunts  Juley  and  Hester,  rather  hurt  ♦^^at  their 
presents  had  not  received  special  ment  1— thev 
forgot  every  year  that  James  could  not  fc  j.-  o 
ceive  presents,  'throwing  away  thci,  rrj.  le  •  oti 
him,  as  he  always  called  it  —  wn;  '.i.liybied'; 
It  showed  that  James  was  in  good  spirJi'-:,  aiu'  that 
was  so  important  for  him.  And  they  bet  -  f.>  ^^a'^ 
for  Wmifred.  She  came  at  four,  Lringilif  '.  i.>"en 
and  Maud,  just  back  from  school,  and  gtri  iu^  snch 
a  pretty  girl,  too,'  so  that  it  was  extrenieh  'JtTicaif 
to  ask  for  news  about  Annette.  Aunt  juUj,  how- 
ever, summoned  courage  to  enquire  whether  Wini- 
fred had  heard  anythinff.and  if  Soames  was  anxious. 
Uncle  Soames  is  always  anxious.  Auntie,"  in- 
terrupted Imogen;  "he  can't  be  happy  now  he's 
got  it. 

A 1?!*'^  ^°'"'^  struck  familiarly  on  Aunt  Juley's  ears. 
Ah!  yes;  that  funny  drawing  of  George's,  which 
had  not  been  shown  them!  But  what  did  Imogen 
mean?  That  her  uncle  always  wanted  more  than  he 
could  have  ?   It  was  not  at  all  nice  to  think  like  that. 

Imogen's  voice  rose  clear  and  clipped: 

"  Imagine !  Annette's  only  two  years  older  than 
me;  it  must  be  awful  for  her,  married  to  Uncle 
Soames." 

Aunt  Juley  lifted  her  hands  in  horror. 

"My  dear,"  she  said,  "you  don't  know  what 
you  re  talking  about.  Your  Uncle  Soames  is  a 
match  for  anybody.  He's  a  very  clever  man,  and 
good-looking  and  wealthy,  and  most  considerate 
and  careful,  and  not  at  all  old,  considering  evefy- 
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othIS*!Sf!?K*"™.!??  '"'■  1"*"°"^  ^fiance  from  one  to 
otiMM-  of  the    old  dears,'  only  smiled. 

you  Ite^t  iZ  a^ S,^'"'^  ""''='^'  "  '"^^ 

Injo^n  r '^"/'S'dl§r  "^'''  ^"°*''^'"  '""^°»-«» 
"  If  you  go  on  like  this,"  replied  Aunt  Juley.  still 
We^d^.^*  "r*'  "y°^  ^°"'t  'narryTn^J' 
wfnff^^".r°*  ^'■r„*<^  ^"''j*^: "  and  turning  to 
Wmif  red,  she  said :  "  How  is  Montagu  ?  " 

n  Jctl*  ''''"'"^'  U'*'"^  *^y  *«••«  waiting  for  din- 
ner, she  murmured: 

sweet  champagne  Hester.  I  think  we  ought  to 
So.™«'*''  {'""«=«  h«^th  and-and  the  heakh  of 
Soames    wife;  only,  let's  keep  that  quite  secret 

thi^"l?n^^''^l*^"T'  >1^''«  *«"«''  Hesterl^and 
then  we  11  drink.    It  might  upset  Timothy." 

"But  wJ^Z!.  t''^  *°  "P'^r*  ""'"  '*'d  Aunt  Hester. 
But  we  must,  I  suppose;  for  such  an  occasion." 
Yes,     said  Aunt  Juley  rapturously,  "it  «  an 
occasion !    Only  fancy  if  he  has  a  dear  little  bo7 

now  that  Irene  has  had  a  son.  Winifred  savs 
George  IS  ralHng  Jolyon  "The  Three-DedcTr,'  S 
S  °i ''"three  families,  you  know!  G^rgTis 
droll.  And  fancy!  Irene  is  living  after  all  iiTthe 
house  Sc^mes  had  built  for  them  both.  It  dSs 
seem^nard  on  dear  Soames;  and  he's  always  SUn^ 

hv  w*  f^*"*  *  ^'''  ^''^}'^  ^"'^  a  ""'e  flushed  still 
by  her  glass  of  wine  and  the  secrecy  of  the  second 

h?r  ;vi'?L''**  ^"  prayer-book  opened  flat  and 
fter  eyes  fixed  on  a  ceiling  yellowed  by  the  lieht 
from  her  reading-lamp,    ^oiiig  thing,  I    It  Us%o 
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rif-.*°M**'""/"'  c^^  «*'«  ^o"Jd  be  so  happy  if 
S  m2  J'"  *'"*•"  Soames  happy.  But.  of  cSSrse 
H.T.  1^,,"°"^'  'n  T^""  °^  ^'^^t  Imogen  had  said 
He  would  have  all  that  he  wanted:  property  and 
wife,  and  children!  And  he  would  live  £7^Sn 
old  age,  hke  his  dear  father,  and  forget  all  IbSit 
Irene  and  that  dreadful  case.     If  only  she  hersdf 

hnrS  1*^  5"1u*°  ^""l  ^''  ^^^'^'^'^  their  first  rSg- 
horse!  Smither  should  choose  it  for  her  at  the 
Stores  nice  and  dappled.  Ah!  how  Roger  used  to 
rock  her  until  she  fell  off!  Oh  dear!  that  wVs  a 
long  time  ago!    It  was!    '  In  my  Father's  hous^ 

are  many  mansions •    A  little  scrattling  no"S 

r?*  n"'  ^-'•'"t  "°  mice!'  she  tCght  mS 
rn^J^f  ^«  ^'  """T  in«:«-eased.  There!  k  «;«  a 
wZ't  J?""^  T^^'y  ?^  Smither  to  say  th^re 
bSnrhhPv  r"'"*  u'  *^^*f  ^  ^^'"''eh  the  wainscot 
before  they  knew  where  they  were,  and  they  would 
have  to  have  the  builders  in.  Thev  were  such  de 
s^ructive  things!  And  she  lay.  withTer  ey"7jS 
^^n7;nH"°T«^  •!?  ^'\  '"'"'1  that  little  scrltt  ing 
sound,  and  waiting  for  sleep  to  release  her  from  it 
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i?r^tS*;J  T°l  ?h'  ^L""^"  t^^'  "o««d  the 
wwn,  stooa  on  the  path  above  the  rivi»r   t,,,^^ 

thmk  she  can  ever  have  another  child     In  her  state 
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stood  the  doctor's  hrLn^w*^  '^"^^'^  ^^^  ""der- 

but  they  were  Gr^lc  ff  h-  ^^"^^  **^''<=^*  properly; 

brought  his  h^nd^W{L^\rif*  ^^<=id«'  He 
the  air  was  chilly  tL!^  'I  '"'e^  *^*'  though 
her  room!  T^go  ick  th.T'^  ^^j^^  ^""^  ^^o™ 
more  difficult.  He  mSt  t  ..T""'^,  ""'^  '"*''«  't 
one  hand  life   nearlv  rlr.^  calm   clear.     On  the 

death  quite  ceSXi'S^'cm-'^nr''''^  ^'''^' 
children  afterwards  I    nJrAir'  and  — no  more 

ofhiswifenSy^JrtSf^^ 

was  very  full  anH  i„  tu^      \  ^ortnignt  —  the  river 
little  house!^£at  m,^rS^K**i^'"',"°"?<='«l  '•o"nd  the 

go  that  you  could  k!L^J°f  -f"^'  ^et  nothing 
get  it  bade  It  left  vSuba;.  lit  "?."*'  ^"^  ~»Wn't 
they  lost  their  leav^  "barer  IS  ?°"  ^'^^  ^''" 
too.  withered  and^^e  "'^^^"^a^'k""'''  y°"' 
somersault  of  thought  he  s^T;^*'  ^^  ^  ^"«'" 
lying  up  there  Sd  th/f^^  *°  ^^^  "°*  Annette 

the  sun  was  shSg  but  Ir^'fr-P^-""  °"  '^^'''^ 
room  in  MontpelS  So" '  J  !c^'^'"^  *''«'••  ^- 
have  been  her  fa  e  to  I?.  .;  V^  ''  ""^''*  conceivably 
he  have  hesitatS  th^  ''  'StlV"  T"  ^^""J^ 
operate!  Make  certain  otierTfTl ^P'-''^''^' 
—  a  mere  instinctive  crv  for  Li'     •    ^'?  decision 
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But  thisl  Ah!  there  was  nothing  overmastering 
in  his  feeling  for  Annette!  Many  times  these  last 
months,  especially  since  she  had  been  growing 
frightened,  he  had  wondered.  She  had  a  will  of 
her  own,  was  selfish  in  her  French  way.    And  yet 

—  so  pretty !    What  would  she  wish  —  to  take  the 

"t*  •  .  'J  "^"^  ®^^  ^^"*®  ^^^  *^^''<1''  ^e  thought. 
If  It  s  born  dead,  and  no  more  chance  afterwards 

—  It'll  upset  her  terribly.  No  more  chancel  All 
for  nothmg!  Married  life  with  her  for  years  and 
years  without  a  child.  Nothing  to  steady  her! 
She  s  too  young.  Nothing  to  look  forward  to,  for 
her— for  me!  For  me!'  He  stuck  his  hands 
against  his  chest!  ,  Why  couldn't  he  think  without 
bringing  himself  in  — get  out  of  himself  and  see 
what  he  ought  to  do  ?  The  thought  hurt  him,  then 
lost  edge,  as  if  it  had  come  in  contact  with  a  breast- 
plate. Out  of  oneself!  Impossible!  Out  into 
soundless,  scentless,  touchless,  sightless  space! 
The  very  idea  was  ghastly,  futile!  And  touching 
there  the  bedrock  of  reality,  the  bottom  of  his  For- 
syte spirit,  Soames  rested  for  a  moment.  When 
one  ceased,  all  ceased ;  it  might  go  on,  but  there'd  be 
nothing  in  it ! 

He  looked  at  his  watch.  In  half  an  hour  the  doc- 
tor would  be  back.  HemtMMecidel  If  against 
the  operation  and  she  died,  how  face  her  mother 
and  the  doctor  afterwards?  How  face  his  own 
conscience?  It  was  his  child  that  she  was  having. 
iLI°l  the  operation  — then  he  condemned  them 
both  to  childlessness.  And  for  what  else  had  he 
married  her  but  to  have  a  lawful  heir?  And  his 
father  — at  death's  door,  waiting  for  the  news! 
It  s  cruel!  he  thouriit;  '  I  ought  never  to  have 
such  a  thing  to  settle!    It's  cruel!'    He  turned 
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cS^t*H.'i°T    Some  deep,  simple  way  of  de- 
hT^     •r\*°?''  °"*  ^  <=o'n'  and  Put  it  back     If 
iLnfr" /'■«''  '"'^  ^^  ^«"W  not  abide  bf  what 
T^l  YrL^tLTr'  '"^^  ^  dining-room.  ?SrSs 
Tu!^^  ?     ,.^?*  '^°°'"  whence  the  sounds  issued 
I^t  r^°'  ^^^  '^^  ^^^"-^  ^^'  a  chance     In  heVe 
nof  theT/veTf"?  Tfi"=  ^^'^  ^^-^'^  -"flow 
unlocked  thTtSLu^'^SeTar'jJJ-e'li  t'Sl 

aKank  rL't'  r""^'  "'T'^  o^ut'SethlJk? 
'  rLf  frii       ??*'  <=P^'n&  a  faster  flow  of  blooA 

aJeadv  H.^n'^^r,:  '''  *''°"^''*: '  ^''^  ''ad  childS 
already.  He  has  the  woman  I  reallv  IovpH-  ,^!i 
now  a  son  by  her'    And  I  —  vJTJl^a.^'  *"** 

stairs  '^  "^^'^  ^^^  *'•'"  t°  «=0"e  down- 

"  Well,  doctor?" 

tided?"    '''"'*'°"''   '^"^   ^*'"^-      Have   you   de- 

«^«;>  ^^v  So*'"!^;  "  don't  operate! " 
Not?    You  understand  — the  risk's  great?" 

«  I  ^^  ***  a  chance? " 

<>  6  *^''*"'^^'  yes ;  not  much  of  one  " 
do?"        '^y  *•'•'  '^''y  »«•"'  be  born  dead  if  you 
"  Yes." 

ha^e^'anrer?"'  *''"'  *''^*  '"  ^"^  ^^  ^^e  can't 
likei?*"  *^"''  ^  ^'^^"'"te'y  sure,  but  it's  most  un- 
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"She's  strong,"  said  Soames;  "we'U  take  the 
risk. 

The  doctor  look  d  at  him  very  gravely.  "It's 
on  your  shoulders,"  e  said;  "  with  my  own  wife,  I 
couldn  t. 

Soames'  chin  jerked  jp  as  if  someone  had  hit  him. 
^^  Am  I  of  any  use  up  there  ?  "  he  asked. 

No;  keep  away." 
"  I  shall  be  in  my  picture-gallery,  then;  you  know 

The  doctor  nodded,  and  went  upstairs. 
Soames  continued  to  stand,  listening.    '  By  this 
time  to-morrow,'  he  thought, '  I  may  have  her  death 
on  my  hands.'    No  I  it  was  unfair  —  monstrous,  to 
put  It  that  way !    SuUenness  dropped  on  him  again, 
and  he  went  up  to  the  gallery.    He  stood  at  the  win- 
dow.    The  wind  was  in  the  north;  it  was  cold, 
clear;  very  blue  sky,  heavy  ragged  white  clouds 
chasing  across;  the  river  blue,  too,  through  the 
screen  of  goldening  trees;  the  woods  all  rich  with 
colour,  glowing,  burnished  —  an  early  autumn     If 
It  were  his  own  life,  would  he  be  taking  that  risk? 
But  she'd  take  the  risk  of  losing  me,'  he  thou*ht 
sooner  than  lose  her  child!    She  doesn't  rSlly 
bve  me!      What  could  one  expect  — a  girl  and 
l-rench?    The  one  thing  really  vital  to  them  both, 
^•?i.*°.Tr"'  carriage  and  their  futures,  was  a 
S?     L  <TMf,.^i="   *'"'°"8:h   a   lot   for  this,'   he 
thought,  'I'll  hold  on  —  hold  on.    There's  a  chance 
of  keeping  both  —  a  chance ! '    One  kept  till  things 
were  taken  —  one  naturally  kept !    He  began  walk- 
ing round  the  gallery.    He  had  made  one  purchase 
lately  which  he  knew  was  a  fortune  in  itself,  and  he 
halted  before  it  — a  girl  with  dull  gold  hair  which 
looked  like  filaments  of  metal  gazing  at  a  little 
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goWen  monster  she  was  holding  in  her  hand.  Even 
at  tins  tortured  moment  he  could  just  feel  the  extra- 
ordinary nature  of  the  bargain  he  had  made  —  ad- 
mire the  quality  of  the  table,  the  floor,  the  chair, 
the  girl's  figure,  the  absorbed  expression  onhcr 
faa,  the  dull  gold  filaments  of  her  hair,  the  brighJ 
gold  of  the  little  monster.  Collecting  picturS 
growing  richer,  richer!  What  use,  it -—  !  He 
turned  his  back  abruptly  on  the  picture,  and  went 

from  tJTif*'"'*-  u^°^  °i  ^  ^°^«  '«d  flown  up 
from  their  perches  round  the  dovecot,  and  were 
stretching  their  wings  in  the  wind.     ikX  dSr 

&  flZY *  '^Z  ^'^'^T^^  almost  flashS 
I  hey  flew  far.  making  a  flung-up  hieroelvohic 
against  the  sW.    Annette  f edle  dov« °U  was 

fhXL'^t  '"'■•     '^^y  *«*  >*  «>*  of  her  hand 
they  knew  she  was  matter-of-fact.    A  chokine  sen- 

could  not  die!  She  was  too  — too  sensible-  and 
spite  of  her  fair  prettiness ! 
nJi J!S  '^'^y  growing  dark  when  at  last  he 
AZl^{|^hV^''I°^"*«?^-  Notas^nSl 
^SZ  ^  ^''^  S"*^*  ^^  *^«  stairway  and  the 
^ndttp  below.    He  had  turned  back  when  a  sound 

h«-rf^?    vrT'",'''*P*  °*  ^«*t*'  coming  from 
5r.r^     *  No!  only  a  maid  without  cap  or  apron 

br^tS/yV'^  '°°*  °'  ""''  ''''''  °^  ^^-  -5rS 
"The  doctor  wants  to  see  you,  sir." 

let^fmTastlnd  sa15 :  '''^  '''  ^^^^  '"^^  -"  *» 
"Oh,  sir! it's  over." 
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"2^%^"  ^'^  Soames.  with  a  sort  of  menace; 
what  d  you  mean  ?  "  ' 

"  It's  born,  sir." 

He  dashed  up  the  four  steps  in  front  of  him,  and 
came  suddenly  on  the  doctor  in  the  dim  passage 
ine  man  was  wipme  his  brow 
;;Well?"  he  saidf" quick!" 

Both  hving;  it's  all  right,  I  think." 
boames  stood  quite  still,  covering  his  eyes 

1  congratulate  you,"  he  heard  the  doctor  say 

It  was  touch  and  go."  ^ ' 

j^Soames  let  fall  the  hand  which  was  covering  his 

is  k?"^"''^'"  ^^  ^^'^'  "  *^"^  ""^^y  '""•=*'•     What 

her^rti^head"'"***'^'  ^  *°"  '^°"'**  ^''''  ^^'^ 

A  daughter ! 

"  The  utmost  care  of  both,"  he  heard  the  doctor 
Se?"       "^^  *^°-     '^''^"  '^'^^  ***«=  mother 

."  J^"'Sht..,|»etween  nine  and  ten,  I  hope." 

»  M \  ^^  *'"  ^^^I'c  ^°  y°"  want  to  see  them?  " 
Not  now,    said  Soames;  "before  you  eo     I'll 

stoirs         ""  ""*  "^  *°  ^°""    ^**  ^"^  '^'"*  "^o*"- 

«^m*i!fl  unspeakable,  and  yet -a  daughter!    It 
seemed  to  him  unfair.    To  have  taken  that  risk  — 

a™r   ^"   ^^'°^^^   *.*•*«   agony -and   what 
E^iT  """Z  daughter!     He  stood  before  the 

S  i5   ."  ''^'^'^  '°8^'  '"  t^«  ''a"-  touching  it 
with  h  s  toe  and  trying  to  readjust  himself.     'My 

Htc!!f-  •   *'?,|''0"&ht.     A  bitter  disappointment,  no 
disguising  It !    One  never  got  all  one  wanted  in  this 

u,«  u  '"■''  V^  "°  other  — at  least,  if  there 

was.  It  was  no  use ! 
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bro'S^hfrn."''  '^^'^'"^  '''^«'  ^  *^'«^&ram  was 
"  ^""'^  "P  *t  onc«.  your  father  sinking  fast.  _ 

^  He  read  it  with  a chokine sensation  ^A™^«",, 
have  thought  he  couWn^  fLi       Vu"'    °"^  w°"'d 

last  hoursfbut  hetlt  this    ^Sl/"/  f  *'"  '^^'^ 
train  from  Reading  at  nine  anH^JS'P^*.  "^^"'  ^ 

would  meet  tfat.  and^^^on  "  He  offr'S'lL"-''^ 
nage,  ate  some  dinner  mechanicfllvlfnH       \^^' 
stajrs     The  doctor  camrout'to*?fi  '"'  "'"*  "P" 
„  They're  sleeping." 

father^vlf  .  't"(."  '^l^  ^°^"*=«  *'*  relief.    "  My 
-^u   ®  °y'"e ;  I  have  to  go  up.    Is  it  all  nVhf  ? »  ^ 

adSatoT^>i/XfP--^«^^^^^^^^^ 

might  hrebeeJ'saJ^^g^*^^'  ^"  ^^  unemotional! '  hf 

You?^  dowfsc^°"..^^^  ^°  "''^  -  -«y  ™'nd. 
drZ""'"°'"'"°^'"  ^"'^  Soames.  "Here's  the  ad- 
patly'  ''"*°'"  '^'"«'  *°  ^°-'-  o"  the  verge  of  sym- 

tu;i2fwaf  HlpS'onwT"  ^''"'P"^'  -^ 
was  a  chilly  bu^nessHJ/"^^^^^^^  ?'^*'''  ^* 
the  carriage -one  of  Ss  r^'"'''-  ^  '"'^^''''^  '" 

the  exit  ^t^  Jdrersing-E^g:"'"^''^''*'  '^™«=  *°^"ds 
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l'™**"  you  have?  »  asked  Soames. 
^^  But  yes;  I  had  not  the  time.    Howismyl|tt(e 

'I  Doing  well  — both.    AgirH" 
April    What  joy!    I  Ld  a  frightful  cro«- 

teeth^"  r«  *■''  ^^^'"  ^'<*  ^oames  between  his 
Stte."  ^'"^  "P-    ^'^^  "y  Jove  tT^An- 

Jl^i"  ""™"«l  Madan«  Lamotte;  "^W 
tral^-^lf^^^^  S^'^SUT^  towards  his 
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were  filtered,  as  it  were,  the  room  he  had  not  left 
smce  the  middle  of  September  -  and  Ta^  J^  fn 

sSXS  fl  ^  "**^^  .?»"•  passiirWsTttk 
strength  and  flying  quickly  to  his  lunes  "He 
mustn't  catch  cold."  the  doctor  had  dedarS  and  he 
felf "!  ^"1  '?"«^*  '*•    Wh^n  he  first  fdtU  in 

;i*^*^Vt5^Vt?  *°!?"  nF«-  for  he  hid  onS 
now  — -  There,  I  knew  how  it  would  be.  airin?  the 
room  like  that ! "  For  a  whole  day  he  was  hfrhlv 
nervous  about  himself  and  went  in  adv^a  of  aU 

w^rcS^ir  c/"""'^  "^^^^"^  eveTbreaS 
witn  extreme  care  and  having  his  temoerature 
taken  every  hour.     Emily  was  not  alarrSP^*"" 

whiswr^  "'HI"''^..'l**'".'^*  *«="*  '"  the  nurse 
wnispered .  He  won't  have  his  temperature  taken  " 
Emily  crossed  to  the  side  of  the  M  where  he  was 
&'  ^"*u  "^^  '°*''y'  "  How  do  you  f^el!  James  ?'• 
holing  the  thermometer  to  his  lijs.    JaiiJsTcSced 

iiy •  '^S^'^t^o klJ^t-  "  '^  """""-^^  •'-''- 

Then  she  was  alarmed.    He  breathed  with  diffi- 
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Goodness  knew;  but  he  was  f.  ^'°fH  ^'^h  ^"^ 
for  nearly  fifty'  years  ^11  ^^'"?!'  .''^^  f>«en  James 
"nagine  life  JhSj^r^^^  '^"f  "'*  remember  or 
fussmess,  his  pessimkm  i7"  •^^'""'  ^^'nd  all  his 
affectionate,  rea^Sd^LJ''^  ""^ty  shell,  deeply 

All  that  day  and  the  nexf  hfri?  '^'"^  ^" ' 
word,  but  there  was  in  hif  ^f  ^  ''^'"'^^y  "ttered  a 
thing  done  for  £,  a  fen  h  "f '^'"^  "^  ^^^'T 
her  he  was  fighting -and^^  T^  ^'^  f^*=«  which  told 
very  stillnest.  thf  wav  ?- '^'^  "°*  ^°^«  ^^Pe-     hS 
scrap  of  ener^  showed  tt  .'^""^^.'-^ed  every  liSL 

was  fightingntlS,?heV'T'^  ^'*'^  ^^>«=h "e 
her  face  was  composed  and  rf  f^'^^r-  ^"d  though 

cha1,She?drS  K  *'h'^'  ^^-«'-  had  Just 
to  alarm  him.  SSe^nif'  ^PP^^'-^nce  so  asS 
saw  a  difference  'It',  n"°*'"=^1  <^verything--she 
ten  plainly  across  tha  rff'fi"'''i''*^«writ! 
went  up  to  him,"  he  muttered  fe/?^  ^^'="  ^he 
Yes,  James."  she  said  rnmf  t"^.^^'' Soames." 
T-  at  once."    A„d  she  kissedl^-   /^^''i^'  "  ^"  ^ght 
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Warmson's  lips  twitched      "v  •       . .       ^  ^ 
you,  sir;  »  and  sSddenlv  he  hU     -^^^  ^^^""S  for 
^ng  time,  sir."  hesaW  "  fhif^.'"\"°'^-    "  It's  a 
Forsyte  -  a  long  time  »        *'  ^  ^'  ''"^"  ^^t^  Mr. 

born  and  shelte;ed  h^d  nf"'  ^^^'^  ^^  ^ad  bee^ 
warm,  and  rich,  and  cosv  'f/'"""^.*^  ^''"  ^o 
pmagetohis  father's  room  1"""^  ^'"^  '^^'  P"" 
but  in  its  own  substantiarHnn  J'."^^'  "°'  •>'«  taste; 
acme  of  comfort  and  secu'r  "      1  7?^  '*  ^^^  the 

so  dark  and  windy -JheTrave "so  iu  '^^",'^^'  ^^^ 
,  He  paused  outs  de  t^I  7      "^"J**  ^"^ 'onely! 

from  w^-thin.    S  turni^fhw.^  /.?""^  <^'"e 
in  the  room  before  he  wa^™^!?^"^  and  was 
was  shaded.     His  mr,7hT     ?^^,".'^«'-     The  light 
ting  on  the  far^deTtt  £'  thl™'^'^'  ^'^^  ^t- 
ing  away  from  the  near  sid?;,i  """^  ^^s  mov- 
chair.    '  For  ^e  \ '  thSeht  lolJ^  ^  %^'  ^"  «"Pty 
ffon.  the  door  his  mS  fnTu;     ^'  ^"  '""^ed 
signed  with  his  hand  and  thevlt^'""  '■°'<^'  ''"t  he 
went  up  to  the  chair  and  sto^,!!!^^"^  again.    He 
James'  breathing  was  as  if^i^^iSS^.^*  ^'^  father, 
closed.    And  in  ScSmes  iSf  '^'  ?^  7*=^  ^«^« 
worn  and  white  and  wasted  &  °"  *""  father  so 
gfed  breathing,  there  rose  1'  if  ^"'"^  *°  *"'«  «tran- 
?l  an^r  against  Nature  crufMnr^'\r''^"«^"'^= 
kncehng  on  the  chest  of  that  win  T't"?  Mature, 
pressing  out  the  breath  I      ^'^P  °^  a  body,  slowly 
being  w\o  was  dearJst  t^hrf  °fu ''''  "^^  "^  "be 
father,  of  all  men  hlAt:    j"  '"  the  world.    His 

ate.  abstemioura  Ais' w?s  hisT'^'F^^'  '»«2- 
hfe  slowly,  painfully  sau^^J  1  *  r''^."-*°  bave 
without  knowing  t  Wf  ,^ «  "*  f  ^ '""' '  And. 
cruel."  ^      "  "e  spf  re,  he  said:  "It's 
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put  up  .,h  th&?.Si  Ker  ^ri  ^55^ 
took  a  step  nearer  to  his  father.    FoTtW  A^t 

i^eTco'Sfe&'^a,-^  Hif^f^IS'S 
forehead  It  softeSdhlf/['"°''"°°^*^^°'^« 
1-k  already  n^fS^hlstir  ffsl,^  IS 
Soames  went  quite  close  and  bent  ote?" fflg 

)' Here  I  am,  Father." 
Um  — what  — what  news?     Thev  never  f^'l 

Tell  him?_yes     Bu^£,''*=x5°"'<*  "o*  ^P^^. 
effort^othis^£tog2hrr!"?nd55.'"^''=  '  ^^^ 

Heved  oitifnl   ^    ^^u    ''"^"'^^t  ^"^'  ugly,  re- 
"cvea,  pitiful,  triumphant  —  like  thp  n«j=^  „  I  i. 

makes  getting  what  it  wants     tL  f*  ^.^^y 

that  stranel^  sound ^fk"    i-   ^^^P  ^^'o^"*'  and 

The  lie  he  hadTold  based  «  ;f    '*°'"'^  ^^^  ''o*"- 

temperamental  tstinrtihitrfw  ^  T\^^' 
would  not  know  the  trSh  hnH  *  u  '*'*"',.  J^es 
of  feeling  f o7  3^  „  ™  ^^feP  ^^^^  «"  Power 

against  s^ie  ft  ^Tk-  *^lf  ?""  Crushed 
In  the  strugrfe  tS,rea  hrhA^i^"*?  '.'?*'^«*  ^o"*- 
under  the  dothes  Soam«  Mp^/H'.'  °"*  ^'°^ 
cold  foot,  St  anH  ?Wn      1,-?°''  '*  '"  '"^  ^^nd,  a 

use  to  put  t^badc  to  ';-^  :.-'"''''  -*'°''*-  ^''** 
colder  soon »    W.  5^.  "P  "'**  which  must  be 

hant  iSn^'^'oWsT^^s^.t^™'^"?  *'*»•  ''^ 
while  the  Dower  of  W      "  laboured  breathing; 

A  little  LKuicklv!^'"t^  '"^  ^K^'"  ^tWn  him. 
c  SOD,  qmckly  smothered,  came  from  Wini- 
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So*rrSj"°*5"'  '"*  -Roving,  with  her  eyes 

„  We  s  been  sent  for." 

«  S?v  i"^-  "^^  *"y*^'n&  to  ease  his  breathing?  " 
Unly  an  injection;  and  he  can't  <!tanH  jf  *'ri. 

doctor- said,  while  he  was  figStinT—'"  ' 

»v.;n5^cV  ?°*  fis'jtingr"  whispered  Soames    "he's 
being  slowly  smothered.    It's  awful" 

weirslw'^s!;^'*'"^'  ^^  '^  ^'^  "^"^^  ^hat  they 

iiic  very  depths  of  what  was  eft  within  « I'J. 
done,  my  bov,'  it  seemed  to  say, '  take^re  of  thl^ 
ta^^care  o/yourself ;  take  elk  -flZM  STo 

pX^V:??'"  Soames  whispered,  "  yc   ves  " 
rtsentin,  thai  interS^^^  ?'  "P"''"""  »s  if 

on  hi.  d„i,  «J'?:.,''K;^,«„^irciS: 
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one  of  them  who  cried fwpT  :?".u  ^  ^^^  °"'y 
and  flutter  of  the  fire  flL«  A'^  *^^  ^"'^^  "«:k 
syte going toh!^U>!^\;r~;.,^£iTti.:^  ^''■, 

sight  of  James'  lbs  ^-ST'*^'  H"^"&  °"  the 
over  the  Sll?r^n.-'£emC^'  ^f"*  '^'\^y- 
comfort,  colder  and  colSugh^ 2;er%':T 

farewell!  if ceaS^^Soa^^^^^^  have  uttered  tha? 
No  motion;  nTbreath1°'DliT''tf°*h^^^^^^^^ 
brow,  turned  round  and  went  ?utnf  2    ^"^"^  ^^^ 

from  shadow  S  Sdi.Twft^S:'""''  ?""■■  '"* 
SSv,'rof:!?L«f--5rae™.o'S 

"  Good-bye! "  he  whispered,  and  went  out. 
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He  had  much  to  see  to,  that  night  and  all  next  dav 

deck.  H^e  sS^^'a^S  ?hfrfr'in'^^*="*°" 
where  the  river  sweSf  round  i"  I  '-a  '°°'""^  ^^'^ 
the  woods     In  Soam^   ,        ^•'^'.'^*=  ^'^e  ""der 

beautyTascuriou^yS^SoThrT  °^  "^*"^^^ 
tors,  a  sense  of  ^iZarZut      ^'*,  ^^'''^e'"  ances- 

ened,  no  doubt,^aS  c^ifsed X  W?'""*^' ''^IfP" 

among  landscape  painting    But  ^v^LT^'''^'' 

fert,hse  the  most  ^tter5>f-fa"ct  trn'rndT'^iS 
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which  nan  had  noJ^tereTiJ'*^''*'  ^  ^<»-M  "to 
some  strange  shore  s1eEhv,i""'"*^  *°'"'*>'  '*e 
our  was  n<rt  the  colouf  n?^  *scpvery.  Its  col- 
colour  at  aJl ;  Us  shaS  wer?^Z?°"'  ^  hardly 
>ts  silence  stunnine  TLT«  '''^°«'uig  yet  distinct ; 
move  him  he  cS  na^.T  'f"*'  •  ^^  '*  ^^""Id 
felt  so  alone  inTureoLnT.-*  ^f"""  ^^''^  ^^ 
possessions.  IntosSh  a  wor  d  htVT^'P  ?"^  «" 
voyaging,  for  all  resen,birnc?ith/f  ?'';."'«''*  «« 
he  had  left     AnH  «:<v,~^   ^    .  *  "*d  to  the  world 

wondering  what  painter  r^.,?'.^  ""^T"  ^"^  it   „ 
The  whitl-g^ey  wS^~",?  have  done  it  justice. 

looked  was  all  prSe  nr^^*  *^=''  *o^'d  on  which  he 
and  even  that  wartLnLT  tJ'  '?''^*  ^^"^  ^^^^r  - 
a  blade  of  grasT  noff  WrH  J^Z}^^'  "°  «''™b,  not 
that  was  nS  o^"d  aS  onJ^""'  "°*.'^^'="  ^  ^^^ 
was  jungle  and  marsh  and  water°an^d*""?  f  ^'^'^ 
tures  roamed  and  sportS  wSh™  f  i,  '*'"''''  <='*<^- 
zance  to  give  th«>m  «,™       witnout  human  coeni- 

rioted  wh^re  thoTe  taH  i'r^ft^  l««uriance Xi 
came  down  to  the  water  ?„^  !!,"^  e'^"*^^  woods 
on  that  far  side  had  covered ^n  ,'?"*''-««ted  reeds 
they  had  got  it  underSellii^f '  S'^'Tl  ^ell  f 
and  stowed  it  in  lawy^*!  offlr«  f^^'  '**^"<^d  't, 
tool  But  once  nTwavSn:  ^J!^ ^ 8^°°d  thing 
past  came  out  to  haum  and  hr^^^^I^"^^  "^  t^f 
any  human  who  chS  t„  hJ  o^,f°C^'''«Pe'-  to 
unowned  loneliness  ^o^aU  c^nT'^f  •'  ^*  "^  "^^ 
you  will  all  return '  "*''  '"t°  '*  some  day 

ofihttird"i-trs*,;js  IS  ^"'^  ^''^  --- 

world,  unowned,  v-Kg^^STclro^ifs^^i/l:! 
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eral  at  noon  on  thV24th  a^  K^^/'*  ^^•■-    F""" 
by  request."         *"  ^*'"  «  «»ghgate.    No  flowers 

ham^nt't tf  iij!^o11ol!^^F^'^'='*^'-' ^ 

ter."    And  tmdernSth  ^/°k?^*^.'  "^  ^  ^"gh- 

traced  the  won? 'W-  °"  ***'  "otting-paper  he 

S^Taie^eTl-l^^^^^^^^^ 

«raight;andhis<toS^cS  „rT-  "^''•"^  ^"^ 
ers  in  the  sunlight  '  P"^**"'"?  their  feath- 

wh«1r4,^dor  ""  '^^^"-^  ^r  breakfast 

But  the  doctor  sayshe  can  nev^rl^  "  P'"'^"<*  well, 
dren.    You  knew  that^"  "'^"i!^^«  "o  »ore  chil- 

« a  pity.    ^a«/a^^Se«/S3"°1?*=^-     "I* 

Soames  got  awav  f rr.™  1  ^"^'^^le.    Du  caUf  " 

She  oflfendS'  Si/ 3d    L,^^/«>n  as  h^  cJuM. 

clear-Fr^ifA.  He  could  ^^Z^'^'i'''^'  «"'■<*. 
her  'r's';  he  resent^H  fT  °*  '^ar  her  vowels 
him.  as  if  it  we«  Kuh'th^fAnnet^'  ''?>'^-' 
bear  him  a  son  f  His  fault  fw^"^  '=°"'«'  °«ver 
cheap  adoration  of  the  ctughtefSS  "'^''^'^  ^^' 
Curious  how  he  jibbed  iw^w  *^  ".°*  ^^^t  ««n- 
wife  and  chiMf       ^   ^  ^^^  ^«»«  sight  of  his 
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sort  of  PhysiSthrirSrngVor -rzift^H^' ' 

possessor  that  he  was.  He  was  a?rai-^^  fastidious 
nette  was  thinking  of  hSi  Zllhnr'f  u  "^^^  >- 
afraid  of  the  look  of  the  Sv  af«M  /f  ^?°"'^«' 
disappointment  with  the  pSenfandlfhT^^^  ^'' 
.  He  spent  an  hour  walkiL  fm  L  j^5  *"P  ^"*"''«- 
ing-room  before  he  couS  fcrL  hi  r" '^' *'^^^- 
niount  the  stairs  and  knock  on  thl  T'^S%''l  *° 
room.  ^^  °"  t'^e  door  of  their 

.^ff^^'^Lamotte  opened  it. 

Shepa;  edh^lrSoar''    ^"''  ^""^  "^^^^f" 

not  so  hJZT  ButitS^:  f'  ?,^''^•     "  I  am 
I^am  glad  I  c^^I^SP^^l^ 

oftSLltol^s^lipSi;? X'l-  ^«^;  words 
come;  the  thought  paSt hi.  ^'l!^'>^  ^°"W  "ot 
Hsh  girl  wouldn't  Cesa1dS.'''"i  ^."  Ele- 
ment he  knew  with  cjrtaintv  tfJi  ^*  ^'^^  '"O" 
be  near  to  her  in  spirit  and^/.!u  ^^  ^"""^^  "ever 
He  had  collected  he^i^thlwIc"iS',"°I '!]«  *°  h''"- 
words  came  rushiifg  into  h  s  mLd  «  T^",^fr"*s 
8:Jne  you  will  be  glad  to  have  ^^f.  "    ,'  ^''""'^  ™a- 

cery."    Well,  he\ad  gotToS    utT  °^  *=^^"- 
again?  5""-"out!    Had  he  got  it  in 

strong.™  ^''^  y°«  "P."  he  said,  "you'll  soon  be 
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J1?L^°^7^'"  '-'^  ^oan'es,  "very  much" 

made  h'ttle  cleeoini^^    ^  ^''^  ^^^y  breathed  and 

grew  to  be  like  a  pic'Se  a  th^'"J'^'^"^,^hape. 
again;  not  repulsive  stra^^Phl^j'^M  "^"""^  '«'ow 
ing.  It  had  dark  hair  wff^  ''i?^;''.*'^  a"^  touch- 
ier, he  wanted  to  se^its^A^^'S ''  ^'^'^  ^''  «"' 
were  dark  — whether  W,«  t-"^^  opened,  they 
tell.  The  eyerwtked  stared  fc'^^  ^°"'^  "°^ 
sleepy  depth  in  them  A„d  sud£^?^  \^'^^  '*"■*  ^^ 
queer,  warm,  as  if  dated  ^"'^  ^''  '^^^''t  ^^It 

«  ^^  ^^f*^^  /?'?«'••' "  Annette  said  sof tlv 
that  »'"•■'    ''^''^^  Soames:  "S'eur?wS,  call  her 

swdSSiSntim""'"^''  "^^  "-^"^-^d  possession 
By  God!this~this  thing  was  A«/ 


